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tartling  scene  that  Wild  came  upon.  A  huge  grizzly  bear  was  in  the  act  of  striking 
the  Prairie  Pearl  with  its  paws,  while  a  boy  stood  beating  off  the  brute 
with  a  club.  The  young  dead-shot  raised  his  rifle. 


ifamM 


mWm 

'twfftjSaS 


These  YJ  Books 

* 

'  A  COMPLETE  . SET 


Tr 


Tell  You  Everything! 


is 


A  REGULAR..  ENCYCLOPEDIA!  . 

Each  hook  consists  of-slxfy-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  dear  type  and  neatly  bound  ’in  an.. attractive,  illustrated  cover, 
of  the  'Looks  -are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  tho*subjeets  treated  upon  are  explained  in  such '“a  simple  ipanm  r  that  any 


Most 

child  can  thoroughly  understand  them, 
mentioned. 


Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subjects 


THESE  LOGICS  ARE  FOR  SALE  BY  ALlV  NEWSDEALERS  ,QR  WILL  PE  SENT  BY  MAIL  TO  ANY  ADDRESS 
FROM  THIS  OFFICE-ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE.  TEN" mP^fACFI,  OR  ANY  THREE  BOOKS  FOR  TWENTY-FIVE 
CENTS.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY,  Addvess  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  N.Y. 


MESMERISM. 

.  No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE. — Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of 
diseases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.,  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

’  No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with 
a  full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
and  the  key  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 
Leo  Hugo  Koch,  .A.  C.  S.  Fully  illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE. — Containing  valuable  and  in¬ 
structive  information  regarding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also 
explaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
leading  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
-Illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
4.  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
By  C.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

FORTUNE  TELLING. 

^  No.  1.  NAFOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  also  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— Everyone  is  desirous  of 
snowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 


misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 


Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 


book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced 
he  fortuue  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by.  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
>r  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
)y  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in¬ 
struction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
lorizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
lealthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
)ecome  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
n  this  little  hook. 

^  No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  aud  the  diifer- 
tkn*’  nr>Gtions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
;eful  and  instructive  hooks,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
an  instructor. 

•5.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST— Containing  full 
ions  for  all  kinds  of  gvinnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises, 
ing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
’  and  useful  bosk. 

1.  IIOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. — Ere 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il- 
lustrat  Anderson. 

No.-rTTiJfTv  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS  - 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurors 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 


MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  eyery  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
•as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt.  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  w^re  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  Contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  Bv  A.  Anderson 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds. 

A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showini 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos.  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  IIOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART. — Containing  a  coxr 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hanc.. 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson 
Illustrated. 


MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR. — Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumat ms,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published. 

No.  .>0.  IIO\\  J  O  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER. — Containing  full 
msti uctions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer,  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  together 
W12*  a™11T?^IP)twn  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  oi.  HOW  4  0  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. — Fu* 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither.  JEolian  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  Bv'  Algernon  S  Fitzgerald 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Roval  Bengal  Marines  * 

No.  59  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  descript  ion  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its -history  and  invention 
Also  tu fi  directions  tor  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen.  f 


No.  71.  now  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containini 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Trick* 
By  A.  Anderson.  P  ully  illustrated.  x 


LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  It  TJOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS. — A  most  co 
plete  little  bobkv  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-Iette 
and  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  voumr  ind 
No.  12.  now  TO  WHITE.  LETTERS  TO  LADIES 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subi 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  rennets  J 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  T 


ricks 
f-hnn 
prewired 


'•I  card  t ricks  with  ordinary  cards*  and  not  requiring 
<>i  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 

Ha  finer.  Illustrated. 


cards.  By  Professor 


'OontinoeH  on  nacre  3  of  r  over  A 


No.  74.  HOW'  TO  W  RITE  LETTERS  COURKCT1  Y  ~.\>r 
taming  lull  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  am  VuLie-t  m 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition,  with  specimen  letters  * 


A  Magazine  Containing  Stories,  Sketches,  Etc.,  of  Western  Life. 

Issued  Weekly  By  *?^50  per  Second  Class  entry  at  the  New  York,  N.  Y  Post 

.  C0"^-  "-dSkUton,  o/cX^ntZsryV^;  ’ 


No.  54. 


Price  5  Cents. 


The  Mystery  of  No  Han’s  Ranch. 


BY  AN  OLD  SCOUT. 


CHAPTER  I. 

YOUNG  WILD  WEST  MEETS  THE  PRAIRIE  PEARL. 

Crack! 

t 

The  sharp  report  of  a  Winchester  rifle  rang  out  on  the 
still  morning  air;  then  there  came  the  sound  of  a  heavy 
bod}  falling,  and  the  next  instant  a  dashing  young  fel¬ 
low  attired  in  a  buckskin  hunting  suit  emerged  from  a 
clump  of  bushes  and  started  toward  a  big  oak  tree. 

He  never  stopped  till  he  reached  the  foot  of.  the  tree, 
and  then  he  stood  looking  at  the  quivering  carcass  of  a 
huge  mountain  lion  that  had  been  perched  on  a  limb  of 
the  tree  in  the  act  of  springing  upon  a  magnificent  sorrel 
stallion  that  was  grazing  within  a  few  feet  of  the  trunk’  of 
the  tree. 

That  one  shot  had  cut  short  the  life  of  the  dangerous 
animal,  and  the  horse  had  been  saved  from  being  torn  and 
perhaps  killed. 

"Spitfire,  old  fellow,  that  was  a  close  call  you  had  ” 
said  the  boy — for  he  could  scarcely  be  called  else.  "If  I 
had  not  got  back  just  as  I  did  that  catamount  would  have 
made  short  work  of  you.  Never  mind,  now!”  and  he 
rubbed  the  nose  of  the  intelligent  animal  with  one  hand 
and  patted  his  handsome  arched  neck  with  the  other. 

The  boy  was  no  other  than  Young  Wild  West,  the  fa- 
uKur-  young  dead-shot  of  the  West,  who  was  commonly 
known  as  the  Prince  of  the  Saddle. 

It  was  a  cool  day  in  the  fall  of  the  year,  and  Young 
Wild  West  had  been  searching  for  two  hours  to  find  his 
two  partner-,  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart. 

They  were  making  a  trip  on  horseback  from  Roaring 


|  Ranch  to  Cheyenne,  and  had  completed  about  one-third 
of  the  distance  when  we  find  our  hero  in  the  act  of  saving 
his  faithful  steed  from  the  fury  of  the  mountain  lion. 

He  had  parted  from  his  two  companions  about  two 
hours  before,  they  having  branched  out  to  the  right  and 
left  m  search  of  game,  with  the  understanding  that  they 
weie.  to  meet  on  the  bank  of  the  Medicine  Bow  river  about 
the  middle  of  the  afternoon. 

As  Young  Wild  West  had  proceeded  in  an  almost  direct 
course,  he  had  covered  the  distance  quicker  than  his  com¬ 
panions  could. 

The  river  was  less  than  a  mile  away,  and  when  the  boy 
had  skinned  the  lion  he  rolled  it  up  and  tied  it  to  the 
pommel  of  his  saddle,  where  half  a  dozen  pheasants  hung 
m  a  bunch  already  fastened,  and,  mounting  his*  horse, 
rode  slowly  toward  the  glimmering  water  that  flowed 
snake-fashion  over  the  prairie. 

The  boy  and  the  horse  made  a  true  picture  of  Western 
life  as  they  rode  off. 

Yroung  Wild  West  had  the  form  of  an  Apollo  and  his 
handsome  face  and  flowing  chestnut  hair,  together  with 
the  ease  and  grace  with  which  he  sat  in  the  saddle,  marked 
him  as  being  far  above  the  average  young  Westerner. 

The  horse  he  rode  had  been  tamed  by  himself,  and  the 
animal  was  yet  to  be  beaten  in  a  race. 

Young  Wild  West  loved  the  sorrel  stallion  as  much  as 
human  being  could  love  a  faithful  and  intelligent  animal, 
and  the  steed  understood  and  returned  it  in  his  own 
equine  way. 

With  bis  rifle  resting  in  the  hollow  of  his  left  arm  he 
rode  from  the  little  island  of  trees  and  shrubbery  that 
dotted  the  prairie  just  there  and  pursued  his  way  over 
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the  withered  brown  grass  that  had  succumbed  to  the  frosty 
nights  and  here  and  there  barely  covered  the  patches  of 
green  which  seemed  bound  to  show  themselves. 

Wild  had  given  up  all  idea  of  hunting  any  more  that 
day,  and  he  was  simply  looking  for  a  good  place  to  camp 
on  the  bank  of  the  river,  for  they  had  been  on  the  go 
since  early  morning,  and  their  horses  needed  rest,  as  well 
as  themselves. 

That  was  the  main  reason  the  boy  had  taken  the  direct 
course  while  his  companions  were  supplying  themselves 
with  game. 

When  they  came  up  they  expected  to  find  him  waiting 
for  them  with  the  camp  in  ship-shape  order  and  a  fire  blaz¬ 
ing  to  make  it  look  home-like. 

It  was  shortly  after  three  o’clock  by  the  boy’s  watch 
when  he  found  just  the  place  he  thought  would  answer 
their  purpose  for  a  camping  ground. 

It  was  in  a  tiny  grove  of  cottonwoods  on  the  left  bank 
of  the  sluggish  stream. 

On  the  bank  that  sloped  to  the  south  Wild  found  plenty 
of  grass  that  was  still  green,  and  he  soon  had  his  horse  tied 
with  a  lariat,  so  he  could  nibble  away  at  it.  or  rest,  as  he 
chose. 

Then  he  started  in  to  gather  dry  wood  for  a  fire,  and  as 
there  was  plenty  of  it  lying  around,  he  soon  accomplished 
this. 

While  he  stood  figuring  on  what  he  should  do  next,  the 
sounds  of  approaching  hoofs  came  to  his  ears. 

As  the  sounds  came  from  a  direction  contrary  from  that 
he  expected  his  partners  to  come  from,  he  was  instantly  all 
attention.  , 

Running  to  the  edge  of  the  trees,  he  discerned  a  horse 
and  rider  heading  straight  for  the  clump  of  cottonwoods. 

There  was  nothing  so  very  remarkable  in  this,  only  that 
the  rider  was  a  female. 

She  could  not  have  been  a  month  over  sixteen,  and 
though  she  was  some  distance  away,  our  hero  could  see 
that  she  was  quite  pretty  and  possessed  a  fine  figure. 

She  rode  the  spirited  bay  horse  she  was  on  with  no  little 
skill,  and  Wild  at  once  concluded  that  she  wTas  a  true 
Western  girl. 

The  girl  saw  him  almost  the  instant  he  stepped  from 
the  trees,  but  she  did  not  seem  to  be  the  least  bit  sur¬ 
prised. 

“I  wonder  who  she  can  be?”  thought  the  boy.  “She 
must  have  seen  me  from  the  distance.  It  seems  rather 
strange  to  meet  a  girl  here  alone,  with  nothing  but  the 
broad  prairie  and  the  river  and  a  few  trees  in  sight.  Well, 
I  will  soon  learn,  for  here  she  comes  like  a  shot.” 

The  fair  rider  had  put  on  a  burst  of  speed,  and  a  few 
seconds  later  she  pulled  up  in  front  of  Young  Wild  West. 

“Hello,  young  fellow!"  she  called  out  rather  familiarly. 
“Wlmt  brings  you  around  here?” 

“T  am  traveling  on  horseback  for  Cheyenne,”  replied  the 
boy,  not  n  little  amused  at  her  rough-and-ready  way. 
“Now,  1  might  ask  you  what  you  are  doing  around  here 

one,'' 


“Me?  Oh!  I’m  liable  to  be  found  anywhere  in  these 
parts.  I  live  the  most  of  my  time  on  the  prairie.  I  rn 
Rustling  Nell,  sometimes  called  the  Prairie  Pearl.  Never 


“No,  1  can’t  say  I  have.  Do  you  live  far  from  here? 

“See  here,  young  fellow!  It  strikes  me  that  you  are 
getting  quite  impertinent,  for  a  stranger.  W  ho  in  the 

dickens  are  you,  anyway?” 

“I  go  by  the  name  of  Young  M  ild  West.” 

“You  do,  hey?  Well,  I  reckon  I  have  heard  of  you. 
You’re  a  sort  of  rustler,  ain’t  you?” 

“I  don’t  know  about  that  part  of  it.  I  am  pretty  well 
known  throughout  the  M7est,  and  I  don’t  believe  there  are 
many  who  have  a  hard  word  to  say  about  me.” 

“So  I’ve  heard  sav.  Well,  now  I  guess  I  can  answer 
your  question.  I  do  live  around  here.  I  live  on  my  old 
man’s  ranch,  *which  is  located  about  four  miles  the  other 
side  of  that  ridge  over  there.  I’m  on  my  way  to  the  store 
in  Markdown,  which  is  just  beyond  that  timber  strip  the 
other  side  of  the  river.  Now,  I  guess  you  know  about 
enough  of  me.  I  just  saw  you  come  ijp  to  the  cotton¬ 
woods  here,  and  I  thought  I’d  ride  over  and  see  what  you 
looked  like.  Good  day,  Yroung  M7ild  Mrest.  Just  look  out 
for  yourself  and  don’t  get  too  close  to  No  Man’s  Ranch,  or 
the  goblins  will  get  you!” 

Saying  this,  the  girl  wheeled  her  horse  around  and  gal¬ 
loped  away,  leaving  our  hero  about  as  much  astonished  as 
he  had  been  in  a  long  time. 

“Rustling  Nell,  the  Prairie  Pearl,  eh?”  he  mused.  “Well, 
I  must  say  that  she  appears  to  be  the  kind  of  girl  who 
can  take  care  of  herself  in  times  of  danger.  So  there  is  a 
settlement  not  far  from  here,  too?  Well,  I  don’t  know  hut 
that  we  had  better  push  on  to  it  as  soon  as  Charlie  and 
Jim  show  up.  We  have  had  quite  a.  lot  of  camping-out 
lately,  and  it  might  be  an  agreeable  change  to  puj  up  at  a 
hotel  for  a  night  or  two.” 

He  put  the  match-box  he  had  drawn  from  his  pocket 
for  the  purpose  of  lighting  a  fire  hack,  deciding  to  wait 
till  his  partners  showed  up,  and  then  push  on  to  the  vil¬ 
lage  of  Markdown. 

In  a  little  more  than  half  an  hour  he  saw  one  of  them 
coming. 


It  was  Cheyenne  Charlie.  His  tall,  straight  form 
showed  up  in  military  style  on  the  back  of  his  horse,  and 
the.  dark,  silky  heard  he  wore  could  be  plainly  seen  in  the 
distance. 

Wild  walked  out  where  he  could  see  him  and  waved  his 
hand. 


Then  the  scout  answered  it  and  put  on  extra  speed. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  our  hero  suddenly  heard  a 
call  off  to  the  right. 

Looking  in  that  direction,  he  observed  Jim  Dari  com¬ 
ing. 

•Tt  is  rather  queer  that,  they  should  show  up  both  at 
the  same  time,  nud  coming  over  different  routes,  too.”  he 
mused.  “Both  have  got  plenty  of  game  with  them.  too. 
1  hoy  have  beaten  me  on  that  score,  1  «nios$." 
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In  less  than  two  minutes  both  his  friends  had  reached 
him. 

'‘Here's  two  hams  from  a  bear  I  plugged  through  ther 
eye,"  said  Cheyenne  Charlie,  as  he  let  the  meat  drop  upon 
the  grass. 

"And  here's  a  couple  of  haunches  of  venison,”  added 
Jim  Dart  :  ‘‘and  also  a  brace  of  prairie  hens.” 

"Well,  you  both  did  better  than  I  did,”  answered  Wild. 
"I  struck  a  bunch  of  pheasants  and  got  a  few  of  them, 
and  then  I  was  forced  to  shoot  something  that  is  not  good 
to  eat.  There’s  his  body  rolled  up  over  there.” 

“A  catamount!”  exclaimed  the  scout.  “Was  he  showin’ 
fight  when  you  plugged  him,  Wild?” 

“Not  to  me.  He  was  just  going  to  leap  on  the  back  of 
Spitfire  and  chew  him  up  when  I  saw  him.  I  brought  him 
down  quickly  enough  then.” 

“I  bet  you  did,  Wild!”  and  Dart’s  face  shone  out  in 
admiration  for  his  chum. 

The  two  boys  were  about  of  an  age  and  had  been  as 
close  as  brothers  since  they  had  met  a  few  months  before 
at  a  settlement  near  Fort  Bridger. 

They  would  have  resembled  each  a  great  deal,  too,  if  it 
were  not  for  the  fact  that  Jim  Dart  wore  his  hair  short. 

a 

Like  Jim,  Cheyenne  Charlie  put  the  greatest  confidence 
in  Young  Wild  West  and  invariably  waited  for  him  to  tell 
him  what  to  do. 

He  was  an  experienced  scout  and  Indian  trailer,  too, 
and  he  was  Wfijd’s  senior  by  at  least  ten  years. 

But  that  made  no  difference. 

Wild  seldom  made  a  mistake. 

He  was  as  cool  and  courageous  as  any  man  who  had 
ever  placed  the  butt  of  a  rifle  to  his  shoulder,  and  this, 
added  to  the  fact  that  he  never  missed  when  he  pulled  a 
trigger,  made  him  a  person  to  be  respected  and  looked 
up  to. 

“Ain’t  it  about  time  you  had  a  fire  started — I  see  you’ve 
got  it  all  ready  to  light?”  asked  Charlie,  as  he  pointed  to* 
the  heap  of  dry  brushwood. 

“I  thought  I  would  wait  for  you  fellows  to  get  here,” 
was  the  rejoinder.  “I  thought  perhaps  you  wouldn’t  want 
to  start  a  fire  here.” 

“Why,  how  is  that?”  queried  Jim  Dart. 

“There  is  a  settlement  just  the  other  side  of  that  timber 
strip  over  there.” 

“A  settlement!”  echoed  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “Well,  it 
must  be  a  new  one,  then.  I  was  all  through  this  part  of 
the  country  a  little  over  a  year  ago,  an’  there  wasn’t  any 
signs  of  anything  like  a  settlement  to  be  seen.  There 
were  quite  a  few  buffiers  here,  which  is  somethin’  I  don’t 
see  now.” 

“The  settlement  is  there,  all  right,”  said  Wild.  “I 
haven’t  seen  it,  but  I  was  told  so  a  few  minutes  ago  by 
Hustling  Nell,  the  Prairie  Pearl.” 

“Prairie  Pearl!  Who  iti  blazes  is  she?” 

“That  is  all  I  can  tell  you,  except  that  she  is  a  down- 
ri;  :j/  Western  girl  in  every  sense  of  the  word.” 

“J  should  like  to  see  her,”  ventured  Jim  Dart. 


“Let  us  ride  over  to  the  settlement,  then.  She  just  got 
out  of  sight  behind  the  timber  as  you  fellows  came  up.” 

After  a  short  consultation  they  decided  to  go  over  to 
the  settlement,  and  if  there  was  no  convenient  hotel  to  put 
up  at  they  would  form  their  camp  there. 


CHAPTER  II. 

A  BULLY  IS  TAUGHT  A  LESSON. 

The  three  got  their  belongings  together  and  at  once  set 
out  to  reach  the  settlement. 

According  to  what  the  girl  had  told  Wild,  they  judged 
that  it  was  not  more  than  three  miles  distant. 

As  they  rode  along  our  hero  told  his  two  pards  just 
what  the  Prairie  Pearl  had  told  him. 

The  part  about  No  Man’s  Ranch  interested  Charlie  the 
most. 

“She  said  }rou’d  better  look  out  an’  not  git  too  close  to 
No  Man’s  Ranch,  or  ther  goblins  would  git  you,  did  she? 
I  wonder  where  this  No  Man’s  Ranch  is?  It  certainly  are 
a  queer  name  for  a  ranch.  No  Man’s,  he}7?  ’Cordin’  to 
that,  there  ain’t  no  one  as  lives  there.” 

“Not  necessarily,”  remarked  Jim.  “If  you  should  go 
by  the  name,  it  would  mean  that  no  man  owned  it.  A 
woman  could,  in  that  case,  don’t  you  see?” 

“That  might  be,  but  I  don’t  think  that’s  what  she 
meant,  do  you,  Wild?” 

“Well,  I  can’t  say  as  I  have  an  idea  exactly  what  she 
meant,”  replied  our  hero.  “She  might  have  just  said  that 
in  her  harum-scarum  way,  you  know.” 

They  had  reached  the  woods  by  this  time,  and,  taking 
the  trail  the  girl  had  followed,  Wild  led  his  partners  on 
till  they  came  out  on  the  other  side. 

Sure  enough,  a  little  settlement  of  perhaps  thirty  rough¬ 
ly-built  houses  was  before  them. 

And  the  distance  was  less  than  a  mile. 

Our  three  friends  rode  right  on  till  they  reached  the 
heart  of  the  village. 

There  was  the  usual  supply  store,  and  nearby  was  a 
log  building  with  a  sign  signifying  it  was  a  hotel. 

The  houses  were  not  very  close  together,  as  each  of 
them  sat  on  a  large  plot  of  land  that  was  tilled  by  the 
owners. 

Our  friends  came  to  a  halt  in  front  of  the  supply  store, 
and  just  then  the  Prairie  Pearl  came  out. 

She  looked  up  with  a  smile  when  she  saw  Wild,  and, 
waving  her  hand,  called  out : 

“Hello,  Young  Wild  West!  So  you’ve  got  your  two 
friends  with  you,  have  you?  Well,  they  do  seem  all  right, 
I  must  say.  You’re  the  best  lookin’  in  the  bunch,  though. 
Goin’  to  stop  here  in  Markdown  over  night?” 

•She  rattled  this  off  so  fast  that  Jim  Dart  was  amazed, 
while  Cheyenne  Charlie  simply  grinned. 

“She’s  all  right,”  the  scout  said  in  a  whisper  to  Dart. 
“I’ll  bet  she  kin  ride  a  horse  an’  shoot  as  good  as  a  man.” 
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The  storekeeper  and  two  or  three  loungers  now  came 
out,  and  they  stood  there  staring  at  the  new  amva 
“I  reckon  I  don’t  want  to  buy  any  pelts,  t  lit  sto 
keeper  ventured,  as  he  noticed  the  skin  of  the  mountain 
lion  Wild  had  with  him. 

“That  makes  it  all  right,  then,”  retorted  the  boy.  W 
don’t  want  to  sell  any/' 

“Oh!”  , 

“Seems  to  be  putty  soon  fur  a  chap  of  ins  age,  don  t 

he,  Hageman?”  spoke  up  the  biggest  of  the  three  loungers 
on  the  stoop. 

He  was  a  raw-honed,  powerful-looking  fellow,  hig 
enough  to  cope  with  an  ox. 

But  when  he  referred  to  Young  Wild  West  in  a  sarcastic 
manner  he  was  making  a  mistake,  though  he,  of  course, 
was  not  aware  of  it. 

“See  here,  my  friend,”  said  Wild,  looking  him  squarely 
in  the  face,  “I  don’t  think  it  necessary  for  you  to  talk  that 
way  If  you  have  an  idea  that  I  am  pretty  soon,  I  would 
advise  you  to  keep  it  to  yourself  till  I  have  gone  out  of 

your  hearing.” 

“What-a-a-t!”  gasped  the  fellow,  lifting  his  chm  m 
astonishment.  «L you  talkin’  to  me,  young  feller?” 

“I  certainly  am.” 

“Look  out  you  don’t  rile  me,  then;  ’cause  if  you  co 

—  there’ll  he  trouble,  an’  I  hate  to  hurt  a  hoy.” 

“Don’t  you  hesitate  a  minute,  my  friend.  I  am  a  hoy, 
I’ll  own,  but  don’t  you  have  any  foolish  idea  of  huiting 
me.  I  have  met  such  hig  bluffers  as  you  before. 

The  men  on  the  store  stoop  acted  as  though  the  building 

was  about  to  fall  on  them.  , 

It  was  evident  that  the  big  man  was  a  sort  of  a  but  y 

around  there,  and  the  fact  of  a  boy  talking  to  him  m  that 

way  was  a  wonderful  surprise  to  them.  #  . 

“See  here,  you  Lank  Forbes!”  exclaimed'  the  Prairie 
Pearl,  who  had  been  waiting  at  the  side  of  her  horse  listen¬ 
ing  to  the  conversation,  “just  you  let  that  young  fellow 

alone,  do  you  hear!” 

“Don’t  stop  him,  miss,”  said  Wild,  smiling  as  though 
he  was  enjoying  it  thoroughly,  which  he  was.  “If  he 
wants  to  bother  with  me  just  let  him  go  ahead.  1  have 
met  so  many  big  bluffers  that  1  am  used  to  them.  If  he 
tackles  me  I  might  fool  him.  Anyhow,  I  am  certain  that 

I  won’t  get  hurt.” 

At  this  the  bully  jumped  down  from  the  stoop,  and  as 
Wild  saw  him  coming,  he  quickly  slipped  out  of  the  sad¬ 
dle. 

He  met  the  fellow  halfway,  too,  and  as  a  pair  of  long 
arms  shot  out  to  grab  him,  he  stepped  nimbly  aside  and 
dealt  the  big  bluffer  a  stinging  blow  on  the  ear. 

He  staggered  back  in  a  dazed  sort  of  a  way  and  held 
onto  his  ear  as  though  he  wanted  to  know  if  it  was  still 
there. 

“Who — who  done  that?”  he  cried  in  a  rage. 

Young  Wild  West  was  now  just  in  the  right  humor  for 

him. 

“I  did  it,  you  big  fool!”  he  answered.  “I  am  going  to 


"  ”  ,  tv.„  oame  kind  of  work,  too.  I  am  going 

do  some  more  of  ever  had,  and  if  you 

good,  .~v  L,““  "f  around 

He’s  no  good,  anyhow,  and  ne  g 

here  afraid  of  him.  That’s  it. 

The  last  remark  referred  to  a  punch  that  Lank  Forbes, 

as  she  called  him,  got  on  the  end  of  his  nose. 

Wild  saw  that  he  could  whip  the  man  with  the  greatest 

ease,  and  he  was  just  angered  enough  to  do  it. 

But  he  was  in  no  hurry  about  it,  for  all  tl  . 


SI  time  he  hit  him  on  the  chin  with  a  left  swing  and 

the  bully  landed  on  his  back  m  the  road. 

As  the  fallen  man  struggled  to  a  sitting  posture  ie  re 

1U  Bid  Wild  kicked  it  out  of  his  hand  before  he  could 

raise  it.  T 

“I  ought  to  shoot  you  for  that,”  be  said,  calmly,  u 
won’t.  I  am  going  to  make  you  promise  to  behave  }  our¬ 
self  in  the  future,  though,  and  I  am  going  to  make  you  do 
'  it  right  before  the  whole  crowd.  Get  up  on  your  feet  oi 
I’ll  hit  you  while  you  are  down!  Get  up,  I  sai . 

Probably  twenty  or  thirty  men  had  gathered  by  t  is 
time,  and  they  looked  on  in  amazement  as  Lank  r  orbes, 
the  bully  of  the  settlement,  was  knocked  down  by  a  mere 

But  when  they  heard  what  Wild  said  to  him  after  kick¬ 
ing  the  shooter  out  of  his  hand  they  eagerly  waited  to  see 
the  outcome  of  the  affair. 

There  was  not  one  in  the  crowd  who  thought  of  taking 
the  man’s  part. 

They  enjoyed  seeing  him  get  a  thrashing. 

Probably  the  most  interested  spectator  of  the  lot  was 
the  girl  who  had  said  she  was  Rustling  Yell,  tlie  Prairie 

Pearl. 

Her  face  fairly  beamed  with  joy  when  she  saw  liow  the 

bully  was  getting  knocked  about. 

Forbes  sat  still  on  the  ground  for  the  space  of  a  second 

after  the  revolver  had  been  kicked  from  bis  band. 

Then  a  savage  growl  escaped  liis  lips  and  he  leaped  to 

bis  feet. 

He  was  no  sooner  in  an  upright  position  than  lie  grabbe 
a  wicked  looking  knife  from  his  belt  and  rushed  upon 
Wild. 

But  with  a  calm  smile  playing  about  bis  features,  the 
boy  stepped  nimbly  aside,  and,  putting  out  his  foot, 
tripped  the  man. 

Flat  upon  his  stomach  lie  fell,  the  knife  falling  from 
his  band. 

With  the  agility  of  a  squirrel,  Wild  fell  upon  him,  and. 
grabbing  him  by  the  collar  of  bis  shirt,  pulled  him  to  his 
feet  with  such  force  as  to  nearly  choke  him. 

Then  he  began  slapping  him  with  his  open  hand,  first 
on  one  side  of  the  head,  then  on  the  other. 
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The  blows  were  not  gentle  ones,  either,  and  soon  the 
big  bully  was  howling  like  a  whipped  schoolboy. 

“Are  you  going  to  be  good?”  asked  our  hero.  “Are  you 
going  to  behave  yourself,  you  big  blubbering  coward!” 

“I'll  kill  you  for  this!”  shrieked  the  enraged  man,  who 
seemed  helpless  to  defend  himself. 

“You  will,  eh?  Take  that,  then!”  and,  catching  him 
over  his  hip  suddenly,  Wild  sent  him  whirling  over  as 
though  he  had  been  a  big  bundle  of  rags. 

He  struck  the  ground  on  his  head  and  shoulders  with 
such  force  as  to  reuder  him  temporarily  unconscious. 

Then  for  the  first  time  the  dashing  boy  looked  around 
at  the  crowd. 

“He  isn’t  such  a  dangerous  fellow,  after  all,  is  he?”  he 
observed  when  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  storekeeper. 

“Waal,  no!”  was  the  reply.  “He  ain’t  no  more’n  a  baby 
in  your  hands,  young  feller.  You  must  be  a  regular  prize 
fighter,  I  reckon.” 

“Oh,  no!  I  am  not  a  prize  fighter.  I  am  pretty  strong 
and  active,  and  I  have  a  way  of  keeping  cool,  that’s  all. 
The  keeping  cool  part  of  it  is  best,  I  think.  If  I  had  done 
the  right  thing  I  should  have  shot  the  man  when  he  first 
attacked  me.  But  I  didn’t  feel  like  doing  it  just  then. 
Now,  he  is  coming  to;  just  hear  him  promise  to  be  good!” 

Lank  Forbes  at  that  moment  got  upon  his  elbow  and 
stared  around  in  a  dazed  sort  of  way. 

“Well,  how  do  you  feel  now?”  asked  our  hero,  as  he 
stepped  over  to  him.  “Are  you  going  to  promise  me  to  be 
good?” 

There  was  no  reply,  but  the  man  slowly  arose  to  his 
feet  and  started  to  walk  away. 

“Hold  on!”  cried  Wild,  springing  forward  ‘and  seizing 
him  by  the  arm.  “I  want  you  to  tell  me  that  you  are 
going  to  behave  yourself  in  the  future — tell  it  to  me  so 
evervone  can  hear  it,  too.” 

“All  right,  then,  I’ll  behave  myself  in  ther  future;  I’ll 
be  good.” 

This  was  said  in  a  rather  low  tone,  but  they  all  heard  it, 
though,  and  then  a  burst  of  cheering  and  laughter  went 
■  up.  » 

The  fellow  slunk  away,  and  from  that  moment  he  lost 
his  prestige  in  the  settlement. 

But  he  was  Young  Wild  West’s  mortal  enemy,  just  the 
same. 

“Hooray!”  cried  the  Prairie  Pearl,  as  she  mounted  her 
waiting  horse.  “Young  Wild  West,  you’re  a  regular  cy¬ 
clone.  I’m  goin’  home  now  an’  tell  dad  about  you.  Good- 

bv!” 

J 

“Ooodby!”  answered  Wild,  lifting  his  hat. 

A-  she  rode  away  he  turned  to  the  storekeeper  and  said: 

“Pan  we  get  accommodations  in  this  town  to  stay  over 
night?” 

“I  don’t  think  you  kin  git  beds  at  ther  hotel;  it’s  full 
now.  But  I’ll  tell  you  what  you  kin  do.” 

“What’s  that?” 

Aou  see  that  shanty  over  there  with  ther  door  painted 
brown?” 


“Yes.” 

“Well,  that  belongs  to  me  an’  it’s  empty.  You’re  wel¬ 
come  to  stop  in  it  over  night,  an’  you  wron’t  be  charged  a 
cent  for  ther  privilege.  There’s  a  hearth  there,  so  you 
kin  cook  your  own  grub  in  good  shape.” 

“What  do  you  think  about  it,  boys,  shall  wre  stay?” 
asked  Wild,  turning  to  Charlie  and  Jim,  who  had  re¬ 
mained  seated  on  their  horses,  with  their  arms  folded 
while  the  excitement  was  in  progress. 

“I  reckon  we  may  as  well  stay  here  till  mornin’,”  an¬ 
swered  the  scout.  “It  are  putty  near  night  nowT,  an’ 
there’s  no  need  of  pitchin’  a  camp  somewhere  when  wre  kin 
have  a  house.” 

“I  agree  with  Charlie,”  said  Jim.  “It  strikes  me  that  it 

,  (  fl 

is  going  to  rain  before  morning,  too,  and  it  is  better  to  be 
under  a  roof  when  it  rains  than  to  be  out  in  a  camp.” 

“Well,  stay  it  is,  then.  We  accept  your  offer,  sir,”  and 
the  boy  turned  to  the  storekeeper. 

Without  any  further  ado  the}’  rode  over  to  the  shanty 
and  found  the  door  unlocked. 

The  building  was  a  two-roomed  one,  and  was  in  pretty 
good  shape. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  w^ere  taking  things  easy  and  get¬ 
ting  ready  for  supper. 

There  were  one  or  two  little  needed  articles  to  be  pur¬ 
chased  from  the  store,  so  Jim  Dart  went  over  to  get  them. 

The  storekeeper  was  very  pleasant  and  wanted  to  chat 
with  him,  so  after  he  had  asked  about  a  dozen  questions, 
Jim  thought  he  would  ask  him  one. 

“Do  you  know  of  a  place  called  No  Man’s  Ranch  any¬ 
where  around  here?”  he  queried. 

“I  reckon  I  do,”  was  the  reply.  “It’s  about  nine  miles 
from  here.  But  I  reckon  you  fellers  don’t  want  to  bother 
around  no  sich  place  as  that  is.” 

“Why,  is  there  anything  wrong  about  the  ranch?” 

“I  should  say  there  was,  young  feller.  No  one  that  has 
went  there  in  ther  last  three  months  has  been  seen  ag’in! 
There’s  an  awful  mystery  about  that  place.” 


CHAPTER  III. 

A  LITTLE  EXCITEMENT  AT  THE  SETTLEMENT. 

When  Jim  Dart  got  back  to  'the  shanty  the  first  thing 
he  spoke  about  was  what  the  storekeeper  had  told  him 
about  No  Man’s  Ranch. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  showed  much  interest  and  Wild  be¬ 
gan  to  grow  a  trifle  curious. 

“We’ve  got  to  pay  a  yisit  to  that  place,  I  reckon,”  said 
the  scout.  “Though,”  and  he  shook  his  head,  “I  don’t 
much  like  to  interfere  with  ghosts  or  goblins,  or  such 
like.” 

“T  guess  you  have  had  it  proved  to  you  pretty  strongly 
that  no  such  things  as  ghosts  or  goblins  exist,  outside  of 
imagination,”  retorted  Wild.  “You  may  depend  upon  it 
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that  if  there  is  anything  weird  or  peculiar  about  No  Man’s 
Ranch  it  is  caused  by  the  living,  and  not  by  the  spirits  of 
the  departed.  Just  to  prove  it  to  you  over  again,  Charlie, 
I’ll  undertake  to  investigate  the  thing.  We  are  in  no 
particular  hurry  to  get  to  Cheyenne  City,  so  I  guess  we 
can  stay  around  this  part  of  the  country  for  a  couple  of 
days  or  so.” 

“Sure  we  can!”  exclaimed  Jim  Dart.  “This  seems  to  be 
quite  and  interesting  place,  anyhow-.  We’ve  got  a  genuine 
Western  bully  here  and  one  of  the  real  strenuous  border 
girls,  not  to  speak  of  a  ranch  that  has  a  sort  of  a  mystery 
attached  to  it.” 

While  the  three  talked  over  the  matter  they  were  pre¬ 
paring  a  meal  for  themselves,  and  when  it  was  ready  they 
ate  heartily. 

There  was  water  nearby,  so  they  did  not  have  to  carry 
it  to  their  horses,  but  simply  tied  them  with  lariats  so 
they  could  help  themselves. 

After  supper  Wild  and  Charlie  took  a  stroll  around 
the  settlement,  leaving  Jim  in  charge  of  their  temporary 
quarters. 

Our  hero  wanted  to  hear  something  more  about  No 
Man’s  Ranch. 

He  knew  that  the  bar  of  the  hotel  would  be  the  place 
to  hear  all  sorts  of  gossip,  so  after  they  had  walked  around 

bit  he  led  the  way  to  it. 

As  it  was  in  the  fall  of  the  year,  the  nights  were  quite 
chilly,  so  the  door  of  the  bar-room  was  closed  when  they 
went  up  on  the  stoop. 

Wild  opened  it  and  saw  that  there  was  a  pretty  good 
assemblage  inside. 

The  air  was  thick  with  tobacco  smoke,  and  the  hum  of 
many  voices  made  it  seem  as  though  there  was  an  ani¬ 
mated  discussion  going  on. 

Almost  the  first  person  Wild  saw  was  the  man  he  had 
thrashed  that  afternoon. 

It  was  he  who  was  doing  the  most  of  the  talking,  too, 
and  our  hero  motioned  to  Charlie  to  come  over  to  the 
other  side  of  the  room,  so  they  would  not  be  noticed  by 
him. 

Lank  Forbes  had  recovered  pretty  well  from  the  rough 
handling  he  had  received  at  the  hands  of  our  hero,  and  as 
he  had  been  imbibing  considerable  whisky  since  then,  he 
was  just  in  the  humor  for  almost  anything. 

The  fact  of  it  was  that  he  was  trying  to  make  himself 
solid  with  the  men  again  by  declaring  that  he  had  been 
taken  suddenly  sick  just  as  he  undertook  to  give  the  boy 
a  thrashing. 

“You  ail  know  me  putty  well,  I  guess,”  he  was  saying. 
“I  reckon  that  there  ain’t  a  man  around  this  part  of  ther 
country  that  kin  make  me  take  water — not  if  I’m  right, 
anyhow.” 

“You  must  have  been  taken  putty  bad  to  let  that  young 
feller  knock  you  around  like  he  did,”  retorted  the  man 
behind  the  bar,  who  Had  noticed  Wild  when  he  come  in. 
and  he  winked  at  him  as  he  made  the  remark. 

“I  reckon  I  was.  T  have  had  them  spells  afore,  you 


know.  An  awful  feeling  of  dizziness  come  over  me  jest  as 
1  was  goin’  to  eat  him.  That  upset  me  so  that  I  couldn  t 
do  a  thing.  I’d  give  ten  dollars  if  that  boy  would  jest  step 
up  in  front  of  me  now.  I’d  jest  give  him  sich  a  wallopin 
that  he’d  never  forgit  it  to  his  dyin  day.  Oh!  if  he  d  only 
show  up  jest  about  now!” 

“Well,  here  I  am,  you  big  bluffer!” 

It  was  Wild  who  said  this,  and  he  sprang  right  before 
the  man  as  he  did  so. 

If  someone  had  hit  Lank  Forbes  on  the  top  of  the  head ' 
with  a  club  he  could  not  have  come  any  nearer  to  drop¬ 
ping  to  the  floor. 

“Come!”  said  our  hero,  sternly,  “just  hand  over  that 
ten  dollars,  and  be  quick  about  it!” 

“I — I — ,”  stammered  the  bully. 

“He’s  gittin’  one  of  his  spells  ag’in,”  spoke  up  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  grinning  fn  his  enjoyment  of  the  scene. 

A  laugh  went  up  at  this. 

“Come!  Put  that  ten  dollars  on  the  bar!”  cried  Wild, 
speaking  in  a  severe  tone,  as  though  he  was  trying  to  make 
a  child  obey  him.  “Put  it  right  out  on  the  bar,  now,  and 
be  quick  about  it!” 

The  bully  now  began  to  shake  as  though  he  had  the 
ague,  though  the  bystanders  nearly  all  thought  about 
half  of  it  was  put  on. 

He  slipped  his  hand  into  his  pocket  and  drew  forth  a 
bag  that  was  well  filled  with  money. 

With  trembling  fingers  he  produced  a  ten  dollar  bill 
from  the  bag.” 

“Thar  it  is,”  he  said  huskily.  “I’ll  keep  my  word, 
Young  Wild  West.  I’m  glad  to  see  you,  an’  I  hope  you 
won’t  take  advantage  of  me,  ’cause  I’ve  got  one  of  my 
sick  spells  on  me,  an’  c^n’t  lift  a  hand  to  make  a  fight.” 

“All  right!”  laughed  our  hero.  “Now,  seeing  that  you 
have  got  plenty  of  money,  we’ll  give  this  to  the  landlord 
to  treat  the  crowd  with.  Mine  is  the  best  cigar  you  have 
got  in  the  house,  landlord.” 

“All  right,  sir,”  and  the  man  behind  the  bar  scooped  in 
the  bill  and  placed  it  in  the  drawer.  j 

Then  everybody  smoked  and  drank,  while  Lank  Forbes, 
to  carry  out  the  plea  of  sickness,  hobbled  into  the  back 
room  and  sank  into  a  chair. 

J  here  was  much  jollification  in  the  bar-room  after  that, 
but  the  bully  took  no  part  in  it  whatever. 

He  was  done  for,  so  long  as  Young  Wild  West  remained 
in  the  place. 

Our  hero  found  the  landlord  to  be  a  pretty  decent  sort 
of  a  fellow,  and  when  he  got  the  opportunity  he  brought 
up  the  subject  of  the  ranch  that  was  said  to  have  a  mvs- 
tery  attached  to  it. 

“  ’Tain't  as  bad  as  what  ther  storekeeper  said."  re¬ 
marked  the  proprietor  of  the  hotel.  “It  is  a  fact,  though, 
that  one  or  two  travelers  have  stopped  there  an'  never 
been  known  to  leave  ther  place  ag’in.  Afore  this  settlement 
was  here  No  Man's  Ranch  used  to  be  a  sort  of  stoppin' 
place  fur  travelers  as  was  goin’  along  ther  trail.  I've 
heard  stories  about  murders  bein'  done  there,  an'  all  like 
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that,  but  there's  never  been  anything,  to  mv  mind,  to 
prove  these  tilings.  One  thing,  though,  there’s  been 
ghosts  seen  around  there  after  dark,  an’  that,  if  anything, 
would  make  me  think  that  there  might  have  been  murders 
committed  there  at  some  time  or  other.” 

“That's  so,”  answered  Wild,  deciding  to  let  the  super¬ 
stitious  man  have  his  own  way  about  it.  “There  is  no 
one  living  at  the  ranch  at  all,  then?” 

“No!  It  is  about  tumblin’  down,  fur  tlier  most  part. 
There's  some  cattle  which  hangs  around  there,  though,  an’ 
when  anyone  sees  ’em  out  on  ther  prairie  any  distance 
from  ther  ranch  buildin’s,  they  always  go  fur  ther  broken 
cattle  pen  as  though  old  Satan  was  after  ’em.” 

“It  is  a  wonder  that  some  thief  has  not  ventured  there 
to  lasso  the  cattle  and  make  off  with  them.” 

“One  feller  did  since  this  settlement  has  been  here.  He 
was  found  three  days  after  at  ther  side  of  ther  trail  with 
his  insides  pretty  well  torn  out  of  him  from  ther  horns  of 
a  bull.  He’d  managed  to  crawl  that  fur,  you  see,  an’  then 
he  died.  I  guess  it  would  be  a  putty  darin’  thief  that 
would  go  there  to  touch  them  cattle,  if  they  knowed  what 
kind  of  a  place  it  was.” 

“But  those  that  didn’t  know  what  kind  of  a  place  it 
was;  they  could  go  there  and  take  the  cattle,  if  they  went 
-  at  it  in  the  right  way.” 

“Mebbe  they  could,”  and  the  landlord  shook  his  head. 
“Mebbe  they  could,  but  they  haven’t  yet.” 

“Well,”  said  Wild,  when  the  man  had  told  him  a  lot 
more  of  similar  incidents  about  the  ranch,  “I  am  just  in¬ 
terested  enough  in  No  Man’s  Ranch  to  make  a  trip  there 
and  take  a  look  through  the  house  and  buildings.” 

|  “I  wouldn’t  do  that,  if  I  was  you.” 

“Nonsense!  There  are  no  sudh  things  as  ghosts,  and 
you  ought  to  know  that.  The  fact  of  the  ranch  being 
deserted  and  that  there  are  a  lot  of  wild  cows  and  bulls 
hanging  around  it  all  the  time  does  not  signify  any- 
|  thing.” 

“Mebbe  it  don’t,  but  how  about  ther  travelers  what 
4  stopped  there  when  there  was  someone  livin’  there?  They 
never  was  seen  after  that,  you  know.  How  about  them?” 

“You  are  getting  back  to  the  ghost  part  of  it  again,” 
+  replied  Wild,  with  a  smile.  “Well,  be  it  os  it  may,  I  am 
J.  going  to  pay  a  visit  to  No  Man’s  Ranch  tomorrow.” 

“If  you  come  back  alive  I  will  be  surprised,”  and  the 
landlord  shook  his  head  solemnly. 

“I  ll  come  back  all  right;  don’t  worry  about  that  part 

of  it.” 

'  “Are  your  two  pards  goin’  with  you?” 

“Of  course.” 

“They  ain’t  afraid  of  ghosts  an’  goblins,  either,  then?” 

“I  guess  not.  Charlie,  here,  is  a  bit  superstitious,  but 
he  i-  not  afraid  to  venture  into  a  haunted  house.” 

“T  reckon  I  ain’t  afraid, ”  spoke  up  the  scout.  “Any 
place  Young  Wild  West  leads  f  will  go!” 

Having  learned  all  he  could — which  certainly  was  not 
a  gnat  deal  -Wild  and  Charlie  went  back  to  the  shanty. 


Jim  had  grown  tired  of  waiting  for  them  and  was  pac¬ 
ing  hack  and  forth  in  front  of  the  door. 

Pie  did  not  say  a  word  till  they  got  inside*  the  build¬ 
ing. 

“There  has  been  three  fellows  sneaking  around  near 
our  horses,”  he  said.  “I  have  been  watching  them  for 
some  time.  Once  I  was  almost  tempted  to  shoot,  but  I 
did  not  know  but  it  might  have  been  mere  curiosity  that 
drew  them  there,  so  I  thought  I  would  wait  till  you  came 
back. 

“They  are  outside  now,  just  behind  that  thick  clump  of 
bushes  in  the  rear  of  the  shanty.” 

“Good  enough!”  exclaimed  Wild.  “I  will  take  a  walk 
out  to  see  to  the  horses,  and  when  I  start  to  come  back  I 
will  run  right  into  that  clump  of  bushes,  as  if  it  was  an 
accident.  Then  we  will  find  out  what  they  are  sneaking 
around  for.” 

He  did  not  wait  an  instant,  but  started  out  toward  the 

j  ■ 

horses,  whistling  a  tune,  as  though  he  was  simply  going 
to  see  to  them  before  turning  in  for  the  night. 

He  patted  Spitfire  on  the  nose  and  spoke  to  him,  and 
then  headed  straight  for  the  clump  of  bushes  Jim  had 
spoken  of. 

The  next  moment  he  almost  fell  over  three  men,  who 
were  crouched  on  the  ground  in  the  darkness. 

But  he  was  quite  ready  for  them,  for  with  a  revolver  in 
either  hand,  he  exclaimed : 

“Get  up,  you  sneaking  rascals!  Get  up,  or  I’ll  pour 

some  hot  lead  into  vou!” 

*/ 

“Don’t  shoot!”  answered  one  of  them.  “We  ain’t  here 
fur  no  harm.  We’re  strangers  in  this  place,  without  any 
money,  an’  we  thought  we’d  stay  here  all  night  in  the.se 
hushes.” 

“You  did,  eh?”  retorted  Wild.  “Well,  there  is  no  need 
of  you  sleeping  out  in  the  frosty  air;  just  come  with  me. 
Look  out  you  don’t  touch  your  shooters,  for  if  you  do  it 
will  be  the  last  of  you.” 

The  men  got  upon  their  feet  with  surprising  quickness, 
and  as  dark  as  it  was,  Wild  saw  one  of  them  grab  at  his 
belt  for  a  shooter. 

There  was  nothing  left  for  him  to  do  hut  to  drop  the 
rascal,  so  he  covered  him  as  quick  as  a  dash  and  pressed 
the  trigger. 

Crack! 

Down  he  dropped  like  a  lump  of  lead. 

“Now,  hold  up  your  hands,  or  you  two  will  go  the  same 
way!”  cried  Wild  in  a  stern  tone  of  command. 

Instead  of  obeying,  they  broke  away  in  different  direc¬ 
tions. 

Crack! 

One  of  them  dropped,  but  the  other  got  out-  of  sight  of 
the  daring  hov. 

At  this  juncture  Cheyenne  Charlie  came  rushing  out  of 
the  shanty. 

“Are  you  nil  right,  Wild?”  asked  the  scout. 

“Ob,  yes!”  was  the  reply. 

“It  was  you  who  shot,  then?”  said  Jim. 
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“Yes,  1  was  compelled  to  drop  two  of  them/’ 

“Horse  thieves ?”  and  Charlie  looked  at  him  question¬ 
ing^. 

“I  don’t  know  what  they  were;  I  became  satisfied  that 
they  meant  to  shoot,  so  I  got  in  ahead  of  them.  Two  of 
them  started  to  get  away  at  once  and  one  of  them  suc¬ 
ceeded.  Just  strike  a  match  and  we  will  see  what  they 
look  like.” 

Jim  obeyed  and  knelt  over  one  of  the  fallen  men. 

He  proved  to  be  a  very  rough  looking  customer,  as  did 
the  other  when  they  turned  their  attention  that  way. 

Our  friends  were  certain  that  they  had  not  seen  them 
in  the  settlement,  but  as  they  heard  people,  who  had 
been  attracted  by  the  shooting,  coming,  they  waited  to  see 
if  the  men  had  belonged  around  there. 

The  storekeeper  was  one  of  the  first  to  arrive  on  the 
scene. 

As  soon  as  he  heard  what  had  happened  he  viewed  the 
bodies. 

“They  are  strangers  in  these  parts,”  he  said,  shaking  his 

head. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  ADVENT  URE  OF  JOE  SC  ALDER. 

The  three  men  Wild  encountered  in  the  bushes  near 
the  shanty  our  friends  were  stopping  in  over  night  were 
indeed  strangers  to  the  settlement  of  Markdown. 

They  were  three  villains  who  had  been  driven  from  a 
wagon  train,  after  having  been  picked  up  and  taken  care 
of  for  three  days. 

They  had  been  found  in  an  almost  destitute  condition, 
without  arms  or  a  thing  to  eat,  having  been  left  in  that 
way  of  a  band  of  lawless  Indians  and  halfbreeds. 

But,  like  the  traditional  snake  that  had  been  warmed 
by  the  bosom  of  the  peasant,  they  had  stung  the  ones  who 
befriended  them  by  attempting  to  rob  them. 

The  men  of  the  wagon  train  had  turned  them  adrift 
in  much  better  shape  than  they  had  found  them,  how¬ 
ever. 

They  had  supplied  them  with  a  rifle  and  revolver  and  a 
hunting  knife  apiece. 

And  it  so  happened  that  the  three  had  drifted  to  the 
settlement  after  dark. 

Being  without  horses,  they  naturally  wanted  them. 

And  when  they  had  sneaked  about  in  the  dusk  of  the 
evening  and  found  three  as  fine  ones  as  they  could  wish 
for  tied  near  the  outskirts  of  the  little  town,  they  resolved 
to  wait  till  an  opportune  moment  arrived  and  help  them¬ 
selves  to  them. 

But  they  had  certainly  made  a  mistake  in  selecting 
those  particular  horses  to  steal.  * 

The  sharp  eyes  of  Jim  Dart  had  detected  them  and 
Young  Wild  West  had  shot  and  killed  two  of  their  num¬ 
ber. 


The  survivor,  who  managed  to  make  good  his  escape, 

went  by  the  name  of  Joe  Scalder. 

When  he  once  got  out  of  sight  of  Young  Wild  West  he 
ran  with  the  speed  of  a  deer  without  choosing  any  partic¬ 
ular  direction. 

Chance  led  him  to  the  last  house  on  the  east  end  ot  the 


settlement. 

He  had  an  idea  that  he  would  be  pursued,  so  he  took  all 
kinds  of  chances  by  entering  the  rude  stable  in  the  rear  of 
the  shanty  and  taking  a  horse  he  found  there. 

He  found  a  bridle,  and,  not  waiting  to  look  up  a  saddle 
in  the  dark,  he  put  it  on  the  horse’s  head,  and  then, 

mounting,  rode  away  in  the  darkness. 

Joe  Scalder,  being  an  absolute  stranger  in  those  parts, 
did  not  know  where  he  was  going,  nor  did  he  care,  so  long 
as  he  got  away  from  the  daring  young  fellow  who  had  shot 
his  two  companions  and  killed  them. 

He  realized  that  he  had  had  a  narrow  escape. 

He  had  not  ridden  more  than  eight  miles  when  a  thun¬ 
derstorm  came  up  very  suddenly. 

The  villain  began  looking  about  for  shelter. 

But  there  appeared  to  be  nothing  but  an  endless  waste 
of  prairie,  as  far  as  he  could  see  in  the  darkness. 

Presently  it  began  to  lightning  sharply,  and  then  during 
one  of  the  flashes  he  caught  sight  of  a  ranch  off  to  his 
left  not  so  very  far  away. . 

Scalder  promptly  turned  his  horse  in  that  direction,  re¬ 
solving  to  get  under  some  shed,  or  into  some  sort  of  an 
outbuilding  until  the  storm  passed  over. 

He  reached  a  shed  just  as  the  rain  began  to  come  down 
in  torrents. 

“An  ugly  storm,”  he  muttered.  “I  never  seen  many 
like  it  this  time  of  year.  I  guess  it  won’t  last  long, 
though,  an’  then  I  kin  go  on.  Poor  Dan  and  Bill!  They 
had  to  go  under,  it  seems.  Well,  if  I  ever  git  ther  chance 
I’ll  drop  ther  feller  what  did  ther  job  fur  ’em!” 

The  villain  had  scarcely  rid  himself  of  these  thoughts 
when  the  horse  he  had  ridden  there  uttered  a  frightened 
snort. 

The  animal  began  prancing  about  wildly,  and  then  a 
vivid  flash  that  was  not  caused  by  lightning  shot  out  be¬ 
fore  the  face  of  the  villain. 

Picpaic  to  die!  exclaimed  a  sepulchral  voice,  and 
Joe  Scalder’s  hair  arose  on  end. 

Before  him  he  saw  a  figure  that  was  apparently  half 
man,  half  bull,  and  then,  as  the  light  died  away,  his 
throat  was  gripped  and  he  was  thrown  upon  his  back. 

This  was  altogether  too  much  for  the  nerves  of  the 
man,  and  he  fainted  away.  * 

When  lie  came  to  perhaps  half  an  hour  later  he  found 

himself  out  in  the  rain  with  a  number  of  cattle  prancing 
about  him. 


gore  him. 

Self-preservation  is  the  first  law  of  nature.  «u,^ 

Scalder  became  suddenly  possessed  of  superhm, 
strength. 
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Just  as  a  fearful  clap  of  thunder  rang  out  and  the  fall¬ 
ing  of  splintered  timber  sounded  on  the  man’s  ears  he 
sprang  to  his  feet  and  ran  for  his  life. 

A  thunderbolt  had  hit  the  shed  that  was  within  but  a 
few  feet  of  him,  and  the  cattle  that  would  certainly  have 
been  the  death  of  him  fled  in  terror. 

That  gave  him  the  only  chance  he  had  for  his  life. 

Though  he  knew  nothing  of  it,  Joe  Scalder  was  on  the 
premises  of  No  Man’s  Ranch,  and  he  was  even  now  run¬ 
ning  directly  toward  the  dilapidated  one-story  house  that 
the  residents  of  Markdown  feared  so  much. 

He  ran  fuL  into  the  end  of  the  building  before  he  saw 
it  and  the  force  of  the  collision  knocked  him  backward  to 
the  ground  and  almost  took  the  breath  from  his  body. 

He  lay  there  for  several  seconds,  the  drenching  rain 
pattering  upon  his  bared  head  and  slowly  restoring  him  to 
his  normal  state. 

The  thunder  and  lightning  continued,  and  during  one 
‘of  the  flashes  Joe  Scalder  saw  a  window  in  the  end  of  the 
house  right  before  him. 

o 

But  that  was  not  all  he  noticed. 

One  of  the  shutters  had  blown  open  by  the  fierce  wind, 
and  during  the  brief  interval  of  the  flash  he  saw  that 
there  was  no  sash  there. 

Instantly  he  resolved  to  crawl  through  the  window  and 
get  into  the  house. 

The  fierce  add  •  exciting  experience  he  had  undergone 
made  him  feel  as  though?  he  wanted  to  get  somewhere  out 
of  sight  of  everything. 

Horror  and  terror  both  had  hold  upon  him  now. 

With  a  mighty  effort  he  got  upon  his  feet  and  clutched 
the  sill  of  the  open  window. 

He  did  not  try  to  force  open  the  other  shutter,  but  drew 
himself  quickly  inside  the*house. 

It  was  as  dark  as  the  grave  where  he  now  found  himself, 
but  that  mattered  not. 

Waiting  till  the  next  flash  of  lightning  came,  the  villain 
located  a  comfortable  corner  where  a  pile  of  empty  bags 
lay  and  crawled  to  it. 

Then  his  nerves  relaxed  and  he  became  unconscious. 

How  long  he  remained  in  that  condition  Scalder  had 
no  idea,  but  it  must  have  been  that  he  passed  from  the 
faint  into  a  deep  sleep. 

Anyhow,  the  sun  was  shining  when  he  opened  his  eyes, 
and,  feverish  and  trembling,  he  arose  to  a  sitting  posture 
and  looked  around  him. 

It  took  him  two  or  three  seconds  to  realize  where  he 
was,  and  when  he  had  fully  done  so  he  sank  back  again. 

But  only  for  a  minute  or  two  did  he  la /There  thinking. 

“I  must  get  away  from  this  place,”  he  muttered,  rubbing 
bis  eve-  wildly.  “I  never  had  an  idea  that  sich  things 
could  happen  as  what  happened  last  night.  I’ll  never  for¬ 
g'd  it  as  long  as  I  live.  It  was  awful!” 

The  wretch  trembled  as  though  he  had  the  ague  as  he 
thought  of  the  spectre  that  had  confronted  him  and  what 
followed. 

It  was  so  real  that  he  could  not  possibly  shake  it  off. 


“I  kin  see  that  thing  vet,'”  he  groaned,  as  he  made  his 
way  across  the  room  to  the  window.  “I  must  git  out  in 
ther  sun.” 

As  he  placed  his  hands  on  the  window  sill  to  climb  out 
the  one  open  shutter  slammed  to  with  a  bang. 

Then,  to  his  surprise  and  consternation,  hurried  foot¬ 
steps  could  be  heard  approaching  that  room  from  some 
other  part  of  the  house. 

Scalder  made  a  violent  effort  to  force  open  the  shutters 
and  get  out. 

But  it  was  useless. 

They  withstood  the  shock  he  caused  by  throwing  his 
weight  against  them. 

He  was  just  about  to  use  his  foot  when  the  door  at  the 
further  end  of  the  room  opened  and  two  figures  covered 
with  blankets  darted  in  and  seized  him. 

Joe  Scalder  uttered  a  yell  for  help,  but  he  could  not 
repeat  it,  as  a  heavy  hand  was  pressed  over  his  mouth. 

Not  a  word  did  his  captors  say;  they  merely  overpow¬ 
ered  him  and  then  bound  him  hand  and  foot. 

When  this  was  done  they  picked  him  up  bodily  and  car¬ 
ried  him  from  the  room,  after  first  pulling  a  bag  over  his 
head  so  he  could  not  see. 

Though  he  was  not  gagged,  the  villain  did  not  cry  out. 

The  fact  of  the  hand  being  pressed  over  his  mouth  when 
he  made  the  first  outcry  was  sufficient  to  convince  him 
that  he  would  endanger  himself  if  he  made  a  noise. 

Across  the  old-fashioned  room  the  two  figures  car¬ 
ried  him,  and  then  one  of  them  opened  the  door  to  an¬ 
other  apartment  and  he  was  taken  inside. 

It  was  a  dark,  musty  smelling  place,  evidently  not  hav¬ 
ing  been  visited  in  some  little  time. 

The  bag  was  now  removed  from  the  head  of  the  prisoner 
and  he  tried  to  look  around. 

But  the  light  in  the  room  was  so  faint  that  he  could  not 
see  much.  > 

While  one  of  the  robed  figures  kept  his  hand  upon  the 
villain  the  other  busied  himself  by  tearing  up  some  boards 
in  the  center  of  the  floor. 

Joe  Scalder  was  in  a  great  state  of  terror  again. 

He  felt  that  his  last  hour  had  arrived. 

Up  to  this  time  he  had  been  unable  to  speak. 

Now  he  suddenly  found  the  use  of  his  tongue  and  ex¬ 
claimed  : 

“Have  mercy  on  me!  I  didn’t  come  here  on  purpose. 
I  only  seen  ther  ranch  when  ther  lightnin’  flashed  last 
night,  an’  I  thought  I’d  git  under  a  shed  till  ther  rain  was 
over.  Let  me  go,  won’t  you?” 

“We  will  let  you  go  right  away,”  was  the  reply  from 

one  of  them. 

But  the  words  were  spoken  as  though  they  were  not 
meant,  and  Scalder  realized  this  pretty  quick. 

“Let  me  go!”  he  cried,  in  a  frenzy.  “I’ll  never  do  a 
wrong  thing  as  long  as  I  live  if  you  do.  I  stole  a  horse 
last  night,  but  if  you’ll  only  let  me  go  I’ll  take  him  right 
back  where  I  got  him,  if  I  only  kin  find  him.  I’ve  been  a 
putty  bad  man,  but  I’ll  reform  if  you’ll  only  let  me  go!” 
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“Did  you  ever  kill  a  man?”  asked  one  of  the  figures, 
looking  at  the  captive  sharply  through  two  small  holes 
that  were  cut  in  the  blanket  that  was  over  his  head. 

“Yes,  I  did  kill  a  halfbreed  onct.  I’ll  own  up  to  any¬ 
thing.  Please  let  me  go,  won’t  you?” 

“What  did  you  kill  the  half  breed  for?”  came  the  ques¬ 
tion. 

“  ’Cause  he  had  a  pile  of  money  and  I  wanted  it.” 

“Did  you  get  the  money  after  you’d  killed  him?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  did  you  do  with  it?” 

“I  spent  it” 

“In  what  way?” 

“I  gambled  it  an’  drank  it  up.” 

“That  was  a  fine  way  to  do  with  the  money,  wasn’t  it?” 

“I  couldn’t  help  it,  mister.” 

“Of  course  you  couldn’t.  What  is  your  name?” 

“Joe  Scalder.” 

“A  fine  name  that!” 

“I  can’t  help  it,  mister.” 

“Oh!  I  know  you  can’t  help  it.” 

“Won’t  you  please  let  me  go,  gents?” 

“What  do  you  think  of  him?”  asked  one  of  the  other 
in  a  low  tone.  N  * 

“I  guess  he’s  tellin’  ther  truth,”  was  the  reply. 

“Oh,  yes,  I’m  tellin’  ther  truth!”  cried  Scalder.  “I 
won’t  never  do  anything  wrong  ag’in  if  you’ll  only  let  me 
go.  I’ve  been  punished  enough  since  I  struck  this  ranch. 
It  was  awful  last  night!  I  don’t  knowr  how  it  is  that  I’m 
alive  now!” 

“Nor  I,  either,”  said  one  of  the  men.  “But  since  you 
are  alive,  I  guess  we  won’t  chuck  you  in  ther  deep  hole 
under  ther  house  till  after  ther  boss  gits  here.  If  you’ll 
joromise  not  to  try  to  run  away  we’ll  untie  you,  too.  If 
you  try  to  git  away  you  won’t  git  very  far.  so  you  had 
better  do  jest  as  you  are  told.” 

“I’ll  do  anything  you  say!”  exclaimed  the  villain,  earn¬ 
estly. 

The  two  then  held  a  short  whispered  conversation,  the 
result  being  that  the  bonds  of  Scalder  were  severed. 

Then  he  was  helped  to  his  feet  and  led  from  the  dark 
room  into  a  more  pleasant  one,  where  a  table  was  being 
set  for  breakfast  by  a  grizzled,  wrinkled-faced  old  woman. 

“This  man  is  all  right,  I  guess,”  said  one  of  the  men, 
as  he  threwT  the  blanket  from  his  head. 

The  old  woman  gazed  at  the  face  of  Scalder  keenlv. 

“He  looks  like  a  confirmed  scoundrel,”  she  answered. 
“But  I'll  bet  he  is  a  coward.” 


CHAPTER  Y. 

TTIE  TRAIRTE  PEARL  IS  CAUGTTT  NAPPING. 

The  excitement  caused  by  the  killing  of  the  two  men 
and  the  escape  of  the  third  soon  died  out,  and  when  the 


crowd  had  left  them  Yroung  Wild  West  and  Ids  two  part¬ 
ners  arranged  to  turn  in  for  the  night. 

Wild  fixed  it'  so  that  one  of  them  would  be  on  guard 
all  the  time  by  dividing  the  night  in  three  parts. 

This  wrould  give  all  hands  a  chance  to  get  enough  sleep 
to  answer  them. 

This  was  a  precaution  that  our  hero  always  took,  no 
matter  where  they  were  when  away  from  home. 

Of  course,  if  they  had  been  in  a  hotel  in  some  good- 
sized  town  it  would  have  been  different. 

But  the  night  passed  and  nothing  occurred  to  disturb 
them. 


Charlie  had  been  the  last  to  go  on  watch,  and  he  did 
not  arouse  Wild  and  Jim  until  seven  o’clock. 

It  had  rained  hard  during  a  part  of  the  night,  but  the 
sun  was  shining  brightly  now,  and  when  our  hero  got  up 
he  nodded  with  satisfaction. 

“It  will  be  a  fine  day,  I  guess,”  he  observed.  “Just  the 
kind  of  a  day  to  investigate  the  mystery  that  concerns  No 
Man’s  Ranch.” 

“That’s  right,”  said  Jim  Dart.  “I  can’t  get  started  too 
sOon,  for  my  part.” 

“An’  I’m  anxious  to  see  what’s  there  myself,”  added 
Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“Well,  get  some  of  that  bear  meat  cooked  and  we  will 
start  out.  We  don’t  want  to  fool  away  more  than  a 
couple  of  days  around  here.” 

Charlie  already  had  the  fire  started,  so  it  did  not  take 
him  long  to  get  the  steaks  and  the  coffee  on. 

As  the  supply  store  was  right  at  hand,  they  could  live 
pretty  high  on  things  that  could  not  be  obtained  when 
they  were  out  on  the  prairie  miles  away  from  a  habitation. 

As  soon  as  breakfast  was  over  they  got  readv  to  start 
out. 


As  they  were  mounting,  the  proprietor  of  the  hotel  came, 
over,  and,  addressing  Wild,  said : 

‘Don’t  forgit  to  come  back  an’  report,  as  you  said  you 


tn 


would,  Young  Wild  West.’ 

“I  shan’t  forget,”  was  the  rejoinder.  “We  will  come 


back  alive,  never  fear. 

“V\  ell,  I  wouldn’t  want  to  go  nosin’  around  No  Man’s 
Ranch  myself,  that’s  all.” 

A  ou  shouldn’t  be  so  squeamish  about  such  things.” 


“I  can  t  help  it;  it’s  my  way,  you  know.” 

The  man  really  seemed  as  though  he  felt  sorry  that 
they  were  going  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  ranch. 

He  had  undoubtedly  taken  a  liking  to  them  and  felt 
that  it  would  be  a  shame  for  anything  to  happen  to  them. 

But  when  he  saw  the  three  ride  away  as  calmly  and  un¬ 
concerned  as  though  they  were  going  to  a  picnic  he  shook 
his  head  in  a  puzzled  way. 


‘A  bat  A  oung  Wild  West  is  a  wonderful  feller.”  he  said 

to  one  of  his  friends.  “He  is  not  afraid  of  anything,  I 
reckon.” 


Our  three  friends  rode  along  at  an  easy  pace,  following 
the  trail  that  would  lead  past  No  Alan's  Ranch. 

Nine  miles  was  a  very  small  ride  for  them,  and  when 
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xliey  came  in  sight  of  the  tumbledown  buildings  it  seemed 
as  though  thev  had  scarcely  got  started  yet. 

Wild  called  a  halt  and  the}'  sat  in  the  saddle  surveying 
the  ranch  with  critical  eyes. 

“It  has  all  the  appearance  of  being  a  deserted  place,”  he 
remarked.  “But  it  seems  rather  strange  to  me  that  the 
cattle  should  stay  around  there  all  the  time.  There  is 
quite  a  bunch  of  cows  over  there,  when  you  come  to  look 
at  them.  It  can't  be  that  they  are  staying  there  just  be¬ 
cause  they  were  bred  on  the  place.  They  would  be  apt  to 
stray  oil  and  mix  with  other  herds.” 

‘‘Perhaps  someone  does  live  there  and  keeps  it  a  se¬ 
cret,”  said  Jim. 

“I  rather  think  you  are  right,”  our  hero  rejoined.  “I’ll 
tell  you  what  we’ll  do!  It  won’t  do  for  us  all  to  go  there 
in  a  bunch  if  there  really  is  someone  there,  for  they  could 
easily  hide,  or  play  some  of  their  tricks  if  they  saw  us. 
You  two  can  ride  on  ahead,  and  after  you  get  far  enough 
past  to  make  it  appear  that  you  have,  no  idea  of  visiting 
the  place,  you  can  ride  across  the  prairie  and  keep  the  old 
barns  and  sheds  between  vou  and  the  house.  I  will  ride 
over  to  the  woods  there  and  approach  the  ranch  from  the 
rear.  That  will  make  it  so  we  will  both  get  there  at  the 
same  time,  about.  The  call  of  the  quail  twice  in  succes¬ 
sion  will  be  the  signal  we  will  use,  if  any  is  necessary.” 

“All  right,”  said  Jim.  “I  guess  we  understand  exactly.” 

“I  reckon  we  do,”  added  the  scout. 

Without  any  further  talk  on  the  subject  they  parted, 
Charlie  and  Jim  riding  along  over  the  trail  and  Wild 
heading  for  the  woods  that  lay  half  a  mile  distant. 

Our  hero  let  his  horse  go  at  a  pretty  fast  gait,  as  he  had 
a  little  further  to  go  than  his  partners,  and  soon  reached 
the  woods. 

It  was  not  a  very  wide  strip  of  timber,  but  it  was  pretty 
thickly  wooded,  for  all  that. 

He  began  working  his  way  through  in  the  direction  he 
wanted  to  go,  being  forced  to  let  his  horse  walk  on  account 
of  the  dense  growth  of  bushes. 

Just  as  he  had  come  to  a  halt  to"  figure  out  the  best  way 
to  get  through,  he  heard  a  voice  exclaim : 

“Don’t  you  go  too  near  that  tree,  you  inquisitive  little 
tenderfoot!  If  vou  do,  folks  wouldn’t  be  able  to  tell  who 
you  was  when  you  git  back  to  the  ranch.  That’s  full  of 
wild  honey  there,  but  we  can’t  git  it  now.  There!  What 
did  I  tell  you?  One  of  the  varmints  has  stung  you!  Oh! 
if  you  ain’t  a  simpleton!  Whoop!  Ha,  ha,  ha!” 

Young  Wild  West  felt  like  joining  in  that  laugh,  for 
he  recognized  the  speaker  as  Rustling  Nell,  the  Prairie 
Pearl. 

It  struck  him  to  dismount  and  creep  through  the  bushes 
a  wavs  and  see  what  was  going  on. 

No  sooner  thought  of  when  he  was  putting  it  in  execu¬ 
tion. 

Suddenly  the  laugh  of  the  Western  girl  changed  to  a 

shrill  scream  of  fright. 

The  bov  made  a  leap  forward  and  reached  an  open 

epot. 


It  was  a  startling  scene  that  Wild  came  upon. 

A  huge  grizzly  bear  was  in  the  act  of  striking  the  Prai¬ 
rie  Pearl  with  its  paw,  while  a  boy  stood  beating  off  the 
brute  with  a  club. 

The  young  dead-shot  raised  his  rifle. 

Crack! 

As  the  report  rang  out  the  grizzly  staggered  back  and 
thrust  out  its  paws  blindly  and  then  fell  in  a  heap  to  the 
ground. 

Young  Wild  West  had  pierced  the  brain  with  a  bullet! 

The  Prairie  Pearl  sank  back  to  the  ground,  and,  drop¬ 
ping  the  club  he  had  been  trying  to  beat  off  the  bear  with, 
the  boy  strove  to  lift  her  up. 

Then  Wild,  with  the  still  smoking  rifle  in  his  hand, 
stepped  forward. 

“How  do  you  do,  Rustling  Nell?”  he  called  out.  “I  am 
very  glad  that  I  was  able  to  be  of  some  service  to  you.  The 
big  brute  did  not  touch  you  with  its  claws,  I  hope.” 

“No,”  panted  the  girl;  “I  ain’t  hurt,  Young  Wild  West. 
Thank  you  for  happenin’  along.  I  guess  I’d  have  been  a 
goner  but  for  you.” 

“Well,  the  bear  did  have  you  dead  to  rights,  I  will  say. 
How  was  it  that  you  allowed  yourself  to  be  caught  nap¬ 
ping?” 

“Foolin’  with  the  little  tenderfoot  here  is  what  done  it, 
I  suppose.  Say,  Young  Wild  West!” 

“What  is  it,  Miss  Prairie  Pearl?” 

“You  won’t  say  anything  about  this  over  at  the  settle¬ 
ment,  will  you?” 

“Why?” 

“If  you  was  to  I’d  be  ashamed  to  go  over  there  again. 
It  is  the  first  time  that  either  man  or  beast  ever  got  the 
best  of  me,  and  I  don’t  want,  it  to  be  known.” 

“All  right.  You  can  bet  I  will  never  mention  it,”  and 
our  hero  smiled. 

The  girl  now  got  up. 

“Confound  you  and  the  bees!”  she  exclaimed,  looking 
at  the  boy. 

“Don’t  say  that,  cousin,”  the  boy  answered.  “I  was 
doing  my  best  to  drive  away  the  bear  when  the  gentle¬ 
man  shot  it.” 

“That’s  so,  Tom!”  and  her  manner  suddenly  changed. 
“I  didn’t  mean  that  when  I  said  it.  I  am  proud  to  think 
that  you  didn’t  run.  If  I  had  not  let  my  rifle  drop  when 
I  was  laughing  because  the  bee  stung  you  I  would  have 
shot  the  big  brute  myself,  and  then  Young  Wild  West’s 
services  would  not  have  been  needed.  Great  hemlock!  but 
I  thought  I  was  a  goner  when  I  felt  the  bear’s  hot  breath 
on  mv  face!” 

She  picked  her  rifle  up  from  the  grass  and  then  patted 

the  bov,  who  was  not  more  than  fourteen,  on  the  shoulder. 

«/  ' 

“This  is  my  cousin,  Tom  Ostberg,  from  the  East,”  she 
added,  turning  to  Wild.  “Shake  hands  with  the  best  shot 
and  coolest  hand  in  the  West,  Tom.” 

The  boy  did  not  hesitate  a  moment  to  do  as  lie  was 
bid. 

“I  am  awful  glad  you  came  just  as  you  did,  sir,”  he 
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said.  guess  Nell  lost  her  nerve  when  she  saw  that  bear 
cornin’  for  her  through  the  bushes.  I  didn’t  think  of 
picking  up  her  rifle  and  shooting  it,  and  I  am  glad  I 
didn’t,  for  I  would  not  have  killed  it,  I  suppose,  and  then 
things  would  have  been  worse  than  ever.  Nell  calls  you 
Young  Wild  West,  and  1  am  glad  to  be  able  to  tell  the 
folks  when  I  go  back  East  that  I  met  you.  We  have 
heard  of  you,  even  there.” 

“That  seems  rather  surprising,”  retorted  Wild.  “Here 
is  the  Prairie  Pearl,  who  was  born  and  reared  in  these 
parts  who  never  heard  of  me  until  yesterday.  And  yet 
you  say  you  have  heard  of  me  in  the  East.” 

“Oh,  yes!  Your  name  has  been  in  lots  of  the  papers. 
I  told  Nell  last  night  about  it  when  she  came  home  and 
related  how  you  fixed  the  big  bully  in  front  of  the  store 
over  in  the  settlement.  She  was  surprised  when  I  told 
her  that  it  did  not  surprise  me  a  bit,  since  Young  Wild 
West  had  a  way  of  doing  things  like  that.  I  am  a  great 
reader,  I  am,  and  I  have  been  reading  about  your  gold 
mines  and  your  fights  with  Indians  and  renegades.  You 
know  our  papers  in  the  East  sometimes  clip  things  from 
the  ones  printed  out  here.” 

“Well,  I  suppose  they  do.  But  I  wish  they  would  leave 
out  of  the  papers  a  little  more  than  they  do.  If  it  is 
natural  for  me  to  be  getting  into  all  sorts  of  scrapes  and 
dangers,  and  then  getting  out  again,  I  don’t  see  as  there 
is  any  necessity  of  putting  it  in  the  papers.” 

“I  do.  It  makes  the  best  kind  of  reading.” 

“Probably  you  folks  in  the  East  think  so.” 

“Of  course  we  do.” 

.  The  Prairie  Pearl  was  not  attired  in  a  hunting1  suit,  as 
she  had  been  the  day  before,  and  Wild  could  but  note  that 
she  looked  more  demure  than  he  had  an  idea  she  could 
possibly  look. 

She  seemed  to  be  heartily  ashamed  of  herself  from  al¬ 
lowing  herself  to  be  taken  at  a  disadvantage  by  the  bear. 

“Let  me  have  vour  knife,  will  you?”  she  said  to  Wild. 
“I  guess  I’ll  rip  off  that  fellow’s  coat.” 

“I  will  be  glad  to  do  it  for  you,  Miss  Prairie  Pearl.” 

“No,  you  won’t  skin  the  brute,  unless  you  want  the  pelt 
yourself.” 

“I  don’t  want  it,  I  assure  you.” 

“Then  I  will  do  the  skinning.” 

Our  hero  let  her  have  her  own  way  about  it. 

He  knew  that  she  would  not  possibly  give  in,  anyway. 

He  had  seen  just  enough  of  her  to  know  that  much. 

“What  are  you  doing  around  here?”  she  asked,  as  she 
deftly  worked  the  knife  in  the  skinning  process. 

“I  am  on  my  way  to  No  Man’s  Ranch.” 

“You  are?”  and  her  eyes  opened  wide. 

“Yes.  My  partners  are  going  there,  too.  T  came  this 
way  so  I  could  approach  the  rear  of  the  house.  I  have  an 
idea  that  t here  isn’t  so  much  of  a  mystery  about  that 
place  as  some  folks  think.” 

“You  had  hotter  let  the  place  alone,  though.” 

“Nonsense!” 


“Say!”  and  she  looked  at  him  eagerly  as  she  spoke. 
“Will  you  let  me  go  over  to  No  Man’s  Ranch  with  you?” 

“Certainlv,”  answered  Young  Wild  West  without  the 
least  hesitation.  “I’m  glad  you  changed  your  mind  about  k 
my  going  there.” 

He  had  an  idea  that  the  stories  about  the  ranch  amount¬ 
ed  to  absolutely  nothing,  and  he  never  thought  of  there 
being  the  least  danger. 

“They  say  there’s  ghosts  over  at  No  Man’s  Ranch,” 
spoke  up  little  Tom  Ostberg.  “Well,  I  guess  I  ain’t  afraid 
of  ghosts,  anyhow,  if  Nell  is.” 

“Who’s  afraid  of  ghosts,  or  anything  else?”  asked  the 
girl,  looking  at  him  scornfully. 

“Well,  everyone  over  at  your  place  seems  to  be  a  little 
afraid  of  No  Man’s  Ranch,  just  the  same,”  he  asserted,  a 
trifle  hotly.  “lrou  wouldn’t  want  to  go  there,  either,  if 
Yhung  Wild  West  wasn’t  going.” 

“You  shut  up,  Tom  Ostberg!”  she  cried.  “To  show  you 
that  I  ain’t  afraid,  I’ll  lead  the  way  there!  We’ll  leave  j 
the  bear  behind  till  we  come  back.” 


CHAPTER  YI. 

RATHER  MYSTERIOUS. 


Che}^enne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  rode  oil  leisurely  till 
they  thought  they  had  gone  far  enough  to  make  the  turn 
for  the  ranch. 

Then  they  headed  that  way,  keeping  the  outbuildings 
between  them  and  the  house. 

“This  ain’t  no  deserted  place,”  remarked  the  scout,  as 
they  neared  the  big  cattle  pen  that  had  tumbled  down  in 
some  places.  “Them  cattle  ain’t  hangin’  around  here  jest 
for  what  they  pick  up  themselves.  An’  look  at  that 
mowin’  ground  over  there;  that’s  been  cut  this  year.” 

“You  are  right,”  Jim  answered.  “I  am  rather  of  the 
opinion  that  someone  is  living  on  the  ranch.” 

“S’pose  we  stop  here  behind  this  shed  an’  watch  through 
ther  cracks  till  we  see  Wild  git  in  sight?” 

“That’s  about  the  proper  thing  to  do,  I  guess.” 

So  when  they  got  pretty  close  to  the  old  one-story  house 
they  halted  and  went  under  the  shed. 

Fresh  Footprints  could  be  found  there,  and  the  two 
were  not  slow  to  take  notice  of  them,  too. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  nodded  significantly  when  he  saw 
them. 


i 


0 


“1  reckon  someone  is  around  here,”  he  said. 

“Yes.  But  let  us  be  as  quiet  as  possible  and  wait.  Wo 
may  learn  something.”  * 

They  dismounted,  and,  keeping  hold  of  the  bridle  reins, 
walked  over  to  the  back  of.  the  shed. 

I  here  was  a  board  otT  there,  and  they  took  up  a  position  ^ 
so  they  could  see  in  the  direction  Wild  would  come  from 
when  he  neared  the  ranch. 

They  waited  and  watched  till  they  grew  tired,  for  our 
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Lew  did  not  show  up,  and  neither  did  they  see  any  signs 
of  life  about  the  place,  beyond  the  cattle  that  were  grazing 
about. 

But  after  awhile  they  saw  three  horses  approaching  the 
rear  of  the  house. 

One  of  them  was  ridden  by  Young  Wild  West,  and 
Charlie  and  Jim  were  surprised  when  they  recognized 
him,  for  they  had  not  expected  him  to  come  there  with 
anyone. 

“IPs  Wild,  all  right;  an’  there’s  a  gal  an’  a  little  boy 
with  him,”  said  Charlie,  when  he  had  taken  a  good  look 
at  them.  “Ther  gal  is  ther  Prairie  Pearl,  too,  though  she 
ain't  got  ther  fancy  huntin’  rig  on  that  we  seen  her  in 
yesterday.” 

“It  is  the  Prairie  Pearl,  sure  enough,”  nodded  Jim.  “I 
wonder  what  Wild  is  bringing  her  and  that  boy  over  here 
for?  It  seems  strange  for  him  to  do  a  thing  of  that  kind.” 

“Well,  Wild  often  does  queer  things,  you  know.” 

“That’s  right.” 

The  three  were  keeping  a  strip  of  trees  and  bushes  be¬ 
tween  them  and  the  house,  but  Charlie  and  Jim  had  a 
good  view  of  them*from  where  they  were. 

On  they  came  until  they  were  within  a  hundred  yards 
of  the  house  and  a  little  more  than  twice  that  distance 
from  the  shed. 

If  there  really  was  anyone  in  the  house  the  three  would 
be  within  plain  view  in  a  few  seconds  now. 

Charlie  and  Jim  realized  this. 

The  next  instant  they  emerged  from  the  cover  of  the 
trees  and  rode  boldly  up  to  the  building  at  a  gallop. 

Then  they  heard  Wild  give  the  signal  they  always  used 
to  let  each  other  know  where  they  were. 

The  scout  answered  it,  and  then  they  saw  Wild  give  a 
nod. 

The  next  moment  the  three  rode  around  to  the  back  of 
the  house  and  they  could  no  longer  see  them. 

Charlie  and  Jim  were  just  about  to  mount  and  ride  up 
to  the  front  when  a  scream  of  terror  rang  out  and  the 
boy  rode  into  view  as  though  he  was  flying  for  his  life. 

Wild’s  two  partners  looked,  at  each  other. 

What  did  it  mean? 

That  was  the  question  they  would  have  asked  each  other 
if  they  had  used  their  tongues  just  then. 

But  at  that  minute  they  were  too  astonished  to  speak. 

But  both  quickly  mounted,  however,  and  started  to  ride 
around  to  the  back  of  the  building. 

They  got  there  in  short  order,  the  boy  becoming  lost  in 
the  strip  of  woods  as  they  did  so. 

There  was  not  a  sign  of  Young  Wild  West  or  the  Prai¬ 
rie  Pearl  to  be  seen! 

“Charlie,”  said  Jim,  in  a  choking  voice,  “what  does  it 
all  mean?” 

The  scout  shook  his  head. 

“I  don’t  know,  Jim,”  he  answered. 

Just  then  he  happened  to  look  off  to  the  left  and  catch 

sight  of  Spitfire. 


The  sorrel  was  standing  still,  but  his  master  was  not 
there. 

fl  he  two  quickly  rode  over  to  the  intelligent  steed. 

He  did  not  offer  to  run  away,  but  let  them  ride  right  up 
to  him. 

Alien  they  saw  the  horse  the  girl  had  been  riding. 

It  was  trotting  around  a  few  yards  distant  apparently  a 
little  frightened  at  something. 

Jim,”  said  Charlie,  solemnly,  “Wild  an’  ther  gal  are 
in  that  house.” 

“Do  you  think  so?”  asked  Dart,  who  was  trying  hard  to 
regain  his  composure. 

“Where  else  kin  they  be?” 

That  was  the  argument  that  clinched  it. 

Where  else  could  they  be?  true  enough. 

“We’ve  got  to  find  them!”  exclaimed  Jim,  resolutely. 

“That’s  right.  We’ve  got  to  git  in  this  old  tumble- 
down  ranch,  goblins  or  no  goblins!” 

“There’s  a  mystery  in  the  way  they  disappeared  so  sud¬ 
denly.” 

“Yes,  there  is.” 

“If  we  could  only  have  headed  that  boy  off!  He  would 
have  been  able  to  tell  us  just  what  happened.” 

“It  is  too  bad  we  couldn’t.” 

“Suppose  we  give  ther  signal — it  might  be  that  Wild 
is  somewhere  so  he  kin  hear  it  and  answer  it?” 

“Go  ahead.” 

Jim  gave  the  call  of  a  quail  twice  and  then  they  strained 
their  ears  to  listen. 

It  was  answered  almost  immediately  from  within  the 
building. 

“There!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “Now  we  know 
he  is  in  ther  ranch!” 

“And  that  means  that  we’ve  got  to  give  him  a  lift,  if  he 
is  in  trouble.” 

“Oh,  he  must  be  in  trouble.” 

“Not  necessarily.  It  might  be  that  he  and  the  girl 
started  to  go  inside  and  the  boy  became  frightened  and 
dashed  off.” 

“It  might  be.  But  it  was  all  done  too  quick  for  any¬ 
thing  like  that.  No!  You  kin  bet  on  it  that  Wild  is  in 
some  kind  of  scrape.  Jest  let  us  leave  our  horses  here 
an’  we’ll  go  inside  ther  ranch  house.” 

They  dismounted  and  allowed  their  horses  to  remain 
there  untied. 

They  were  trained  so  they  would  not  go  far  away,  any¬ 
how. 

They  walked  up  to  the  door  in  the  rear  of  the  house, 
which  was  closed  tightly. 

There  was  a  pile  of  clay  near  the  door  which  looked  as 
though  it  had  been  dumped  there  recently,  and  near  it 
the  weeds  and  grass  had  been  pretty  well  trampled  down. 

“This  don’t  look  as  though  ther  house  ain’t  inhabited,” 
said  the  scout,  pointing  to  these  evidences.  “You  kin  bet 
that  Wild  an’  ther  gal  went  in  there  ag’in  their  wills.” 

“I  am  afraid  you  are  right,  Charlie,”  replied  Jim.  “Well, 
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here  goes  for  a  trial  at  the  door!  Keep  your  shooters 
ready,  now!” 

As  the  boy  spoke  he  lifted  the  latch  and  gave  a  push 
on  the  door. 

Rather  to  his  surprise,  it  opened  readily  enough. 

Without  any  hesitation,  he  walked  in,  followed  by  his 
companion. 

Charlie  took  pains  to  leave  the  door  wide  open  when 
he  entered,  but  he  had  not  taken  more  than  three  steps 
when  it  shut  with  a  slam. 

“That’s  funny,”  he  said.  “Ther  wind  ain’t  blowin’.” 

Before  Jim  could  make  a  reply  the  floor  suddenly  gave 
way  beneath  them  and  they  went  shooting  downward  into 
Stygian  darkness. 

They  brought  up  on  a  bed  of  yielding  clay  about  seven 
or  eight  feet  below,  and  as  they  did  so  they  heard  a  creak¬ 
ing  noise,  followed  by  a  slight  jar,  and  then  all  was  still. 

“Great  catamounts!”  cried  Cheyenne  Charlie,  as  he 
scrambled  to  his  feet.  “IIow  do  you  s’pose  that  was  done, 
Jim?” 

“I  don’t  know,”  was  the  reply.  “It  seems  to  me  that/ 
we  walked  right  into  a  regular  trap.” 

“I  guess  that’s  right.  Now,  how  are  we  goin’  to  git 
out?” 

“I  don’t  know;  that  is  something  that  remains  to  be 
seen.” 

They  had  held  fast  to  their  revolvers  when  they  went 
down,  and,  remaining  right  where  they  had  landed,  Jim 
produced  a  match-safe  from  his  pocket  and  struck  a 
light. 

Then,  as  the  flickering  flame  illuminated  the  place,  they 
saw  something  that  made  them  turn  deathly  pale. 

They  were  standing  on  the  very  edge  of  a  deep  pit! 

They  were  not  slow  in  stepping  back  from  it,  either,  and 
then,  just  as  the  match  went  out,  they  saw  a  ladder  that 
touched  somewhere  above. 

“I  reckon  we  kin  git  out  of  here,”  said  Charlie,  hopeful¬ 
ly.  “There’s  a  ladder  that  leads  somewhere,  anyhow.” 

“Yes,  we - ” 

Jim  did  not  finish  what  he  was  going  to  say,  for  at  that 
moment  they  heard  footsteps  overhead. 

Then  a  trap-door  was  opened  and  a  flood  of  light  came 
into  the  cellar-like  place. 

The  two  immediately  crouched  in  a  shadow. 

They  knew  what  was  up. 

Someone  was  coming  down! 

Charlie  gave  Jim’s  arm  a  warning  pinch. 

It  meant  for  him  to  remain  perfectly  silent  and  wait 
for  him  to  make  the  first  move. 

Jim  understood. 

The  next  minute  they  saw  the  feet  of  a  man  step  upon 
the  ladder  and  begin  to  come  down. 

When  he  was  halfway  down  he  lowered  his  head  below 
the  floor  and  listenjed  for  n  moment. 

“I  guecs  they  got  fixed!”  they  heard  him  say  to  some 
one  a1>j)vo  him.  “Hand  me  the  lantern  and  I’ll  take  a  look 
in  ther  pit.”  l  ^  * 


The  lantern  was  at  once  forthcoming  and  the  man 
came  on  down  and  stepped  on  the  ground. 

He  did  not  flash  the  rays  of  the  lantern  the  way  toward 
our  friends,  fortunately,  but  started  right  towards  the  pit. 

A  sudden  resolve  came  in  the  head  of  Cheyenne  Charlie. 

He  placed  his  mouth  to  his  companion’s  ear  and  whis¬ 
pered  : 

“We’ll  put  him  where  he  thinks  we  are!” 

Dart  nodded. 

Then,  like  two  shadows,  they  crept  toward  the  villain. 

As  he  dropped  upon  his  knees  and  held  the  lantern 
over  the  edge  of  the  pit  Charlie  and  Jim  put  a  hurried 
move  on  and  got  right  behind  him. 

“That’s  funny!”  they  heard  him  mutter  half  aloud.  “I 
don’t  see  anything  of  ’em  down  there.  Ther  sharp  stones 
an’  pieces  of  flint  must  have  cut  ’em  into  ribbons.  I’ll 
have  to  git  ther  big  tongs  an’  fish  fur  their  bodies,  I 
guess,  ’cause  we  want  what  money  they  had  on  ’em. 
That’s  what  we’re  here  fur — to  git  money,  an’  we’re  doin’ 
fine  at  it,  so  fur.  It  won’t  be  long  before  we  git - ” 

That  was  all  the  man  said,  for  at  that  moment  Cheyenne 
Charlie  gave  him  a  kick  that  sent  him  headlong  into  the 
pit. 

There  was  a  muffled  shriek  and  then  all  was  still. 

“Up  ther  ladder,  Jim!”  cried  the  scout.  “We’ve  got  to 
git  a  hustle  on  us,  for  we’re  in  ther  worst  den  I  ever  seen. 
Move  lively,  now!” 

He  had  his  hand  on  the  ladder  as  the  last  word  left  his 
lips,  and  with  the  agility  of  a  squirrel  he  went  up. 

Dart  followed  him  closely,  keeping  his  revolver  ready 
for  instant  use. 

Charlie  reached  the  floor  above  and  found  no  one  to 
bar  his  way. 

“Come  on!”  he  whispered  to  Jim.  “Ther  way  is  clear!” 

Jim  stepped  up' just  as  the  scout  opened  the  door  of  an 
adjoining  room. 

Finding  it  empty,  the  scout  went  on  in,  Jim  right  at 
his  heels. 

It  so  happened  that  the  room  they  had  accidentallv  got 
in  was  the  one  the  villain  Joe  Scalder  had  crawled  in 
from  the  window  the  night  before. 

Though  the  shutters  were  closed,  there  was  enough 
light  in  there  for  them  to  see  the  piles  of  empty  bags  in 
the  room. 

“I  reckon  we’ll  stay  in  here  till  we  find  a  way  to  git 
Wild  an’  ther  Prairie  Pearl  out  of  their  trouble,”  said 
Charlie. 

“Yes,  as  some  thinking  has  now  got  to  be  done,  here  is 
just  the  place  to  do  it,”  answered  Jim. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

WILD  AND  THE  PRAIRIE  PEARL  ARE  CAPTURED. 

The  Prairie  Pearl  ran  for  her  horse  after  telling  her 
young  cousin  that  she  was  going  to  lead  the  way  to  No 
Man’s  Ranch,  and  lie  quickly  followed  her. 
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Young  Wild  West  looked  around,  and,  finding  that 
there  were  no  more  bears  around,  went  for  his  horse,  too. 

Five  minutes  later  the  three  were  mounted  and  riding 
in  company  for  the  ranch. 

Rustling  Nell  had  said  she  was  going  to  lead  the  way, 
but  she  gave  wav  to  Young  Wild  West. 

“I  look  more  like  a  girl  tenderfoot  than  anything  else 
in  this  rig.”  she  said,  apologetically,  as  she  looked  at  the 
rather  neat-fitting  gown  she  wore.  “I  only  put  it  on  be¬ 
cause  Tom  said  he  felt  that  he  would  look  out  of  sorts  to 
go  out  with  me  in  his  city  rig.  Mother  is  fixing  up  one 
of  the  old  man’s  hunting  suits  to  fit  him,  and  tomorrow  I’ll 
take  him  out  and  teach  him  how  to  shoot.  I’m  real  sorry 
I  brought  him  over  to  get  stung  with  them  honey  bees.  I 
wasn’t  thinking  about  bears  at  all,  and  that’s  how  the 
grizzly  caught  me  napping.” 

“Oh,  never  mind  the  bear,”  laughed  our  hero.  “He 
won’t  bother  you  or  anyone  else  again.  Speaking  of  your 
costume,  I  must  say  that  your  hunting  dress  does  become 
you  better.  But  it  makes  no  difference  about  the  cut  of  a 
person’s  clothes.  As  long  as  the  heart  is  in  the  right 
place  everything  is  all  right,  in  my  estimation.” 

“That’s  what  I  think,”  spoke  up  the  boy  from  the  East. 
“But  Nell  declares  she  won’t  take  me  out  again  till  1  get 
on  that  hunting  suit  aunt  is  fixing  for  me.” 

“Well,  it  won’t  hurt  you  to  wear  a  hunting  suit.  How 
long  are  you  going  to  stay  in  the  West?” 

“Just  as  long  as  I  am  welcome.” 

“It  depends  on  how  long  he  is  going  to  be  a  tender¬ 
foot,”  spoke  up  Nell,  curling  her  lip  at  the  mild  appear¬ 
ance  of  her  young  cousin. 

“I’ll  learn  fast  enough,”  was  the  spirited  rejoinder. 

“You  wouldn’t  let  me  bring  a  rifle  along,  and  if  you  had 

I  might  have  showed  you  something  when  that  bear 

tackled  vou.” 

%/ 

“I’ve  heard  you  say  what  you  would  have  done,”  was 
the  retort.  “You  couldn’t  shoot  a  bear  if  you  had  the 
muzzle  of  a  gun  stuck  in  his  mouth.” 

“Just  wait  till  tomorrow  and  I’ll  show  you  something 
in  that  line.” 

“All  right,  Tom,  I’ll  wait.” 

The  Prairie  Pearl  laughed  pityingly,  for  it  was  quite 
evident  that  she  thought  it  would  take  a  long  time  to 
make  a  Westerner  of  the  boy. 

Wild  rather  enjoyed  their  conversation. 

He  knew  the  girl  felt  ashamed  of  having  been  in  the 
power  of  the  bear,  after  showing  such  a  reckless  way  to 
him  the  day  before,  and  it  hurt  her  to  think  that  he  had 
been  compelled  to  save  her  life. 

This  was  rather  queer,  the  reader  might  say,  but  Rust¬ 
ling  Nell  had  hitherto  thought  herself  capable  of  taking 
care  of  herself  under  any  and  all  conditions. 

Wild  knew  he  would  not  get  to  No  Man’s  Ranch  as 
coon  a-  his  partners  expected  him  to,  but  he  hoped  they 
would  wait  for  him  somewhere  in  the  near  vicinity. 

Consequently  when  he  reached  the  place  and  heard  the 
from  hheyenne  Charlie  he  felt  satisfied. 


The  three  rode  around  to  the  rear  of  the  house,  bent  on 
going  right  into  the  building,  if  there  was  an  open  door 
there. 

As  they  brought  their  horses  to  a  halt  to  dismount  the 
door  suddenly  opened  and  out  came  a  gauze-like  net  that 
settled  over  the  forms  of  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Prai¬ 
rie  Pearl  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

Little  Tom  Ostberg  escaped  it  by  a  narrow  margin,  and, 
seeing  a  figure  that  was  seemingly  half  man,  half  bull, 
crouching  in  the  doorway,  he  uttered  a  frightened  scream 
and  rode  away  at  a  breakneck  pace,  leaving  his  compan¬ 
ions  to  their  fate. 

Though  Wild  hacf  anticipated  that  there  was  some  sort 
of  trickery  connected  with  the  ranch,  he  was  taken  com¬ 
pletely  by  surprise  when  the  net  fell  over  him. 

He  tried  to  wriggle  from  its  folds,  but  too  late! 

It  tightened  about  him  and  then  he  was  pulled  from 
the  back  of  his  horse  with  a  jerk. 

The  Prairie  Pearl,  of  course,  came  with  him,  both  land¬ 
ing  upon  the  ground  as  helpless  as  though  they  had  been 
securely  bound  by  a  lariat. 

The  feat  had  been  very  neatly  executed. 

With  the  breath  jarred  from  their  bodies,  neither  could 
make  an  outcry  before  they  were  hauled  inside  the  house. 

Then  three  figures  wearing  bags  over  their  heads  caught 
hold  of  them  and  quickly  fixed  them  so  it  would  be  im¬ 
possible  for  them  to  cry  out,  while  the  half  man,  half  bull, 
that  Tommy  Ostberg  had  become  frightened  over,  stood 
nodding  with  approval. 

When  Wild’s  eyes  rested  on  this  peculiar-looking  being 
he  did  not  seem  to  be  the  least  bit  frightened,  nor  was  he, 
for  that  matter. 

V 

He  knewr  it  was  a  man,  find  a  bad  one  at  that. 

He  saw  that  the  bull’s  head  was  a  preserved  one,  though 
rather  shabby,  at  that. 

“Your  doom  is  sealed!”  exclaimed  the  strangely  dis¬ 
guised  man  in  a  sepulchral  tone. 

“What  for?”  the  boy  managed  to  ask,  a§  the  hand  that 
had  been  covering  his  mouth  was  lifted  for  a  moment. 

“Don’t  vou  know  that  this  is  No  Man’s  Ranch?” 

4/ 

“Yes,  I  heard  that  was  the  name  of  it.” 

They  did  not  try  to  stop  him  from  talking  now,  and  as 
he  got  into  a  sitting  posture,  he  looked  around  in  a  way 
that  showed  he  .was  interested  in  what  he  saw. 

“You  knew  this  was  No  Man’s  Ranch,  then?”  went  on 
the  disguised  man,  who  was  plainly  the  leader  of  the 
gang. 

“Yes,  I  knew  it.” 

“What  did  you  come  here  for  then?” 

“To  see  what  kind  of  a  place  it  was.” 

“Others  have  come  here  for  the  same  purpose,  but  none 
of  them  ever  went  back.” 

“What  became  of  them?”  queried  Wild,  in  his  cool  way. 

“They  died!” 

“Ohf  They  died,  eh?” 

“Yes,  they  died  horrible  deaths.” 

“What  made  them  do  that?” 


1 G  YOUNG  WILD  WEST  AND  TIIE  PRAIRIE  PEARL. 


The  fellow  with  the  builds  head  hesitated  for  a  mo¬ 


ment. 

Evidently  he  could  not  understand  why  it  was  that  the 
boy  was  taking  it  so  coolly. 

“You  appear  to  take  this  as  a  joke/’  he  ventured,  chang¬ 
ing  his  voice  to  a  more  common  way  of  speaking. 

“No,  I  can’t  say  that  I  take  this  as  a  joke/’  replied  our 
hero.  “Neither  do  I  think  you  are  intending  it  as  such. 
But  one  thing  I  want  to  tell  you  is  that  if  you  don’t  lib¬ 
erate  the  young  lady  and  myself  at  once  you  will  be  apt 
to  get  into  trouble.” 

The  man  laughed  heartily  at  this. 

“You  may  laugh,”  said  Wild.  “Now  is  the  time  for 
you  to  laugh,  but  a  little  later  on  you  will  be  doing  some¬ 
thing  else.  Now,  then,  I’ll  give  you  a  chance  to  make  a 
proposition.” 

“I  want  to  make  no  proposition,”  exclaimed  the  fellow, 
assuming  the  sepulchral  voice  again.  “I  simply  want  to 
tell  you  that  you  have  got  to  die.” 

“I  have  always  known  that  since  I  have  been  big  enough 
to  know  anything,”  retorted  Wild,  smiling  as  though  he 
thought  it  was  entirely  unnecessary  to  tell  him  such  a 
thing  as  that. 

The  three  men  with  the  bags  over  their  heads  looked  at 
each  other  through  the  small  holes  that  had  been  cut  for 
them  to  see  what  they  were  doing. 

They  could  not  understand  how  it  was  the  boy  could  be 
so  cool. 

Instead  of  being  frightened  at  their  looks  he  was  show¬ 
ing  signs  of  being  amused. 

“He’s  either  a  fool  or  he’s  crazy,  cap,”  spoke  up  one  of 
them,  addressing  the  bull’s  head. 

“Have  you  not  been  forbidden  to  speak?”  thundered 
the  leader,  angrily. 

“I  forgot,  cap.  Excuse  me.  I’m  only  a  new  member, 
you  know.” 

The  man  was  only  a  new  member. 

He  was  no  other  than  Joe  Sealder,  who  had  been  taken 
in  as  a  member  of  the  strange  gang  of  villains  that  morn¬ 
ing. 

“You  are  what  I  call  a  fine  lot!”  spoke  up  Rustling 
Nell,  sneeringly.  “You’d  make  a  good  penny-poppy  show, 
you  would!” 

The  girl  had  been  given  a  chance  to  speak,  and,  being 
reassured  by  Young  Wild  West’s  calm  manner,  she  was 
going  to  let  them  hear  from  her  in  great  shape. 

“I  know  who  you  are,”  retorted  the  captain.  “You  are 
called  the  Prairie  Pearl.  You  should  be  called  the  Prairie 
Vixen;  that  would  sound  better.” 

“Oh!  I  guess  not,  Mr.  Bull  Head!”  she  answered,  quick¬ 
ly.  “I  never  give  myself  the  name  of  the  Prairie  Pearl. 
It  was  a  gang  of  half  civilized  Sioux  Injuns  that  did  it. 
They  were  a  whole  lot  better  than  you  and  your  gang  are, 
too.  You're  trying  to  do  something  and  you  don't  know 
what  What  a  lot  of  fools  we’ve  all  been  for  the  last  three 
months  to  be  afraid  of  the  goblins  that  was  supposed  to 
be  bangin’  around  No  Man’s  Ranchi  The  only  slick 


thing  I’ve  seen  about  you  is  the  way  you  caught  us  with 
that  net.  Now,  I  reckon  you’d  better  let  us  go,  and  their 
make  tracks  from  here  as  fast  as  you  can,  if  you  want  to 
get  away  with  a  whole  skin.  My  old  man  will  be  here 
with  a  big  crowd  in  a  short  time,  and  then  it  will  be  good- 
by  to  No  Man’s  Ranch!  My  father  would  go  through  any¬ 
thing  for  me — his  fear  of  ghosts  and  goblins  won’t  stop 
him  a  bit.” 

“It  makes  no  difference  how  many  your  father  brings 
here,”  replied  the  captain,  sticking  to  th*e  sepulchral 
tone.  “We  can  take  care  of  a  regiment  of  soldiers  if  they 
should  come.  I  am  half  man,  half  bull,  and  what  I  can’t 
do  no  mortal  ever  dreamed  of  doing!” 

“If  you  will  untie  my  hands  and  feet  for  a  couple  of 
minutes  I  will  give  you  a  chance  to  see  what  you  can  do 
with  me,”  spoke  up  Wild.  “I’ll  guarantee  that  I  will 
knock  that  bull’s  head  off  your  shoulders  in  less  than  two 
seconds!” 

“Put  them  in  the  dark  room,”  said  the  captain,  who 
was  evidently  undecided  just  what  to  do  with  the  captives. 
“I  will  take  time  to  think  before  we  drop  them  to  their 
last  resting  place,  a  mile  below  the  surface  of  the  earth!” 

The  three  men  picked  the  two  up  and  carried  them  into 
a  room  that  was  very  dark,  there  being  no  windows  in  it. 

Then  the  door  was  closed  and  Young  Wild  West  and 
the  Prairie  Pearl  were  left  to  themselves. 

Though  there  were  no  windows  in  the  room,  a  faint 
light  came  under  the  door-sill  and  they  could  see  each 
other  quite  plainly. 

“What  are  we  going  to  do,  Young  Wild  West?” 

It  was  the  Prairie  Pearl  who  asked  the  question. 

“We  have  got  to  get  out  of  this.” 

“How  are  we  going  to  do  it?” 

“I  have  two  friends  outside,  you  know.” 

At  that  instant  Wild  heard  the  unmistakable  call  of  a 
quail.  < 

“They  are  signaling  now!”  he  exclaimed,  and  then  he 
quickly  answered  the  whistle. 

“What  are  you  whistlin’  about?”  cried  a  voice  from  the 
other  side  of  the  door.  “You  must  feel  putty  good,  too.” 

uIou  never  mind  how  I  feel,”  answered  our  hero,  glad 
that  the  man  had  not  noticed  the  fact  that  he  had  been 
giving  a  signal  to  someone  outside.  k*You  were  placed 
there  to  see  that  we  don’t  get  away.  Now,  just  be  careful 
that  we  don’t.” 

“Don't  worry  about  that,”  was  the  reply.  “You  won’t 
never  git  away  from  No  Man’s  Ranch,  alive  or  dead — 
that’s  sartin!” 

“If  I  was  able  I  would  make  a  bet  with  him  on  that 
point,”  Wild  whispered  to  his  fair  companion. 

“Then  you  think  we  are  going  to  get  out  of  this?”  she 
asked,  hopefully. 

“Yes;  but  don’t  talk  so  loud.  We  must  not  let  the  vil¬ 
lains  hear  what  we  are  saving.  1  was  never  in  a  predica¬ 
ment  yet  that  1  did  not  get  out  of  all  right,  and  l  don't 
mean  that  this  shall  be  an  exception.” 
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‘W  ou  put  new  life  in  me  to  hear  you  talk  that  way, 
Young  Wild  West.” 

"I  am  glad  you  are  not  one  of  the  squeamish  sort,  Miss 
Nell.” 

“So  am  1  glad  of  it.  I’m  a  true  girl  of  the  prairie,  and 
don’t  you  forget  it!” 

“A  regular  rustler,"  and  the  boy  smiled,  in  spite  of  his 
unpleasant  position. 

"You  bet!  But  you’re  a  regular  cyclone  with  wings  on! 
You  can  beat  anything  that  ever  straddled  horseflesh,  or 
lifted  a  gun!  I  know  what  I’m  talkin’  about  when  I  say 
[  that.  I  may  be  a  queer  sort  of  a  Prairie  Pearl,  but  I’m 
Rustling  Nell,  just  the  same,  and  I’m  glad  of  it.  I’ve  got 
a  young  man  whom  I’ve  promised  to  marry  as  soon  as  he 
learns  to  ride  and  shoot  as  well  as  I  kin.  I  just  think  the 
world  of  him,  but  my  pride  wouldn’t  let  me  have  him  for 
a  husband  because  he  wasn’t  up  to  snuff  with  a  gun  and  a 
horse.  I  ain’t  got  any  use  for  a  fellow  who  can’t  shoot 
the  eye  out  of  a  bear  or  ride  a  bucking  broncho.  I  was 
born  in  the  West,  and  there  ain’t  no  other  place  on  earth 
that  would  suit  me.  Can  your  girl  ride  and  shoot,  Young 
Wild  West?” 

‘‘How  do  you  know  that  I  have  a  girl?” 

“How  do  I  know  that  you  have  got  a  girl?  Why,  that’s 
.  easy  enough!  Why  wouldn’t  a  young  fellow  as  good  look¬ 
ing  as  you  are  have  a  sweetheart?  You  must  have  a 
■girl.” 

r  “Well,  I  don’t  mind  telling  you  that  I  have,  then,”  an¬ 
swered  Wild.  “Her  name  is  Arietta  Murdock,  and  she 

♦ 

can  shoot  and  ride  about  as  well  as  any  girl  in  the  West.” 
'  “I  bet  she  thinks  an  awful  lot  of  you,”  and  the  girl 
nodded  approvingly. 

“I  am  of  the  opinion  that  she  does.” 

.. 

“Well,  I  think  an  awful  lot  of  my  ^oung  man,  too,  but 
he’s  got  to  become  the  real  thing  before  he  can  waltz  me 
up  before  the  minister.” 

The  coolness  and  freedom  with  which  the  Prairie  Pearl 
spoke  made  Young  Wild  West  almost  forget  that  they 
were  placed  in  a  rather  perilous  position. 

It  amused  and  interested  him  to  hear  her  talk  in  that 
rain. 

Though  she  spoke  very  plainly,  he  knew  there  was 
nothing  but  goodness  in  her  meaning. 

“What  is  your  lover’s  name?”  he  ventured  to  ask. 

“Percy  Lennox.” 

“And  where  is  he  now  ?” 

“I  reckon  he  must  be  on  his  way  to  our  ranch,  as  he 
wa.s  due  to  arrive  there  about  tomorrow.  He  keeps  a 
store  down  in  Cheyenne,  and  he’s  making  money  hand- 
vmr-fist.  He  wrote  me  last  week  that  he  would  show  me 
that  he  could  shoot  as  well  as  I  can  when  he  got  here, 
and  Lrn  anxious  to  see  if  he’s  told  the  truth.” 

*  “If  you  expect  him  at  the  ranch  tomorrow  we  had  bet- 
er  try  and  get  away  from  here  before  that  time.” 

The  girl’s  face  fell. 

She  had  been  so  interested  in  talking  that  she  had  for¬ 
gotten  that  she  was  in  a  bad  plight. 


“You  said  a  little  while  ago  that  you  was  going  to  get 
us  out  of  here,”  she  ventured. 

“Yes,  I  said  something  like  that.  How  are  your  teeth, 
pretty  sharp?” 

“You  can  bet  your  boots  they  are!” 

“Well,  just  see  what  you  can  do  with  the  rope  that’s 
tied  about  my  wrists,  then.  I’ll  move  a  little  closer.” 

“My  teeth  are  sharper  than  yours,  I’ll  bet.” 

“I  thought  perhaps  they  were;  that  is  why  I  suggested 
it.” 

“Jest  let  me  git  at  that  rope.” 

Wild  soon  got  in  the  position  he  wanted  to  and  then 
the  Prairie  Pearl  got  at  work  with  her  teeth. 

It  took  her  but  a  short  time  to  chew  the  rope  loose. 

Then  Young  Wild  West  quickly  untied  her  hands  and 
began  removing  the  net  from  them. 

Lie  felt  that  they  were  in  a  fair  way  to  escape  from  the 
villains  who  occupied  No  Man’s  Ranch  now. 

i 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  ESCAPE  FROM  THE  RANCH. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart  had  not  been  in  the 
room  where  the  empty  bags  were  piled  very  long  when 
they  heard  footsteps  approaching  the  door  they  had  en¬ 
tered. 

They  lost  no  time  in  hiding  behind  the  bags,  and  just 
as  they  were  crouching  safely  out  of  sight  someone  en¬ 
tered  the  room. 

The  scout  had  taken  such  a  position  that  he  could  see 
pretty  well  about  the  room,  and  his  eyes  quickly  lighted 
on  the  form  of  a  man  who  was  bareheaded  and  in  his 
shirt  sleeves. 

He  came  over  to  the  pile  and  picked  up  an  armful  of 
bags  and  then  immediately  left  the  room. 

As  soon  as  he  had  gone  Charlie  arose  to  his  feet. 

“I  reckon  we’d  better  see  where  Wild  an’  ther  gal  are, 
Jim,”  he  said  in  a  low  tone.  “Jest  keep  your  shooters 
ready  for  use.  We’ve  got  to  git  ’em  out  of  here,  even  if 
some  of  these  rascals  has  to  go  under  afore  we  do  it!” 

“One  of  them  has  gone,  and  I  guess  it  will  be  a  good 
thing  if  the  ^est  of  them  join  him.  They  seem  to  be  a 
pretty  bad  gang,  as  far  as  I  can  make  out,”  answered  Jim. 
“They  meant  that  we  should  fall  into  that  hole,  and  we 
were  lucky  that  we  did  not.  I  never  saw  a  worse  death¬ 
trap  than  that.” 

“Nor  I,  either.  I  s’pose  they’ve  been  killin’  an’  robbin’ 
every  stranger  what  come  along  here.” 

“It  is  quite  likely.  It  must  be  a  pretty  shrewd  villain 
at  the  head  of  the  gang.  The  idea  of  the  people  at  the 
settlement  being  led  to  believe  that  this  ranch  is  the  abode 
of  ghosts  and  goblins!  T  can’t  see  why  they  have  not 
learned  what  was  going  on  here  and  come  down  and  set 
fire  to  the  building.” 
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“That’s  jest  what  we’ll  do  to  it  when  we  git  Wild  an 
ther  Prairie  Pearl  out.” 

“Yes,  if  Wild  says  so." 

“Oh!  That’s  right!  We  must  have  his  opinion  on  it/’ 

“Well,  now  if  we  can  only  find  out  where  the  villains 
have  got  them  we  might  get  them  out  of  this  house  with¬ 
out  the  scoundrels  knowing  it.” 

“We’ll  try.  We  must  use  strategy,  as  Wild  always  says 
in  a  case  of  this  kind.” 

The  scout  led  the  way  out  of  the  room  into  the  hall. 

The  flooring  was  old  and  rotten  and  they  had  to  he  very 
careful  in  walking,  so  as  not  to  make  a  noise. 

Once  in  the  broad,  old-fashioned  hall  they  paused  and 
looked  around  them. 

They  could  see  a  half-open  door  not  far  distant  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  hall  from  the  room  they  had  just 
emerged  from,  and  Charlie  at  once  headed  for  it. 

He  knew  it  was  not  the  one  they  had  come  from  when 
they  made  their  escape  from  the  cellar. 

That  was  enough  to  make  him  feel  anxious  to  see  what 
was  inside  it. 

On  his  tip-toes  he  made  his  way  to  the  door,  Jim  fol¬ 
lowing  him  at  a  safe  distance. 

The  next  minute  the  scout  was  in  such  a  position  that 
he  could  see  into  the  room. 

One  glance  told  him  that  there  was  a  man  in  it. 

He  was  seated  on  a  chair  in  front  of  a  door  that  opened 
into  another  room. 

As  he  had  a  revolver  in  his  hand,  Charlie  at  once  took 
it  for  granted  that  he  was  guarding  the  door. 

Motioning  for  Jim  Dart  to  remain  where  he  was,  he 
dropped  upon  his  hands  and  knees  and  began  crawling 
into  the  apartment  where  the  man  sat,  his  back  turned 
partially  toward  him. 

It  was  a  daring  thing  for  Cheyenne  Charlie  to  do,  but 
he  felt  that  he  must  risk  anything  to  save  the  life  of 
Young  Wild  West,  so  he  did  not  hesitate  in  the  least. 

He  wanted  to  silence  the  guard  without  arousing  the 
rest  of  the  inmates  of  the  building. 

To  make  a  sure  job  of  it  a  knife  would  have  to  be  used. 

This  he  knew  only  too  well. 

Consequently  his  hand  was  on  the  hilt  of  his  bowie 
when  he  started  to  creep  in. 

.  It  so  happened  that  the  man  on  guard  was  very  sleepy. 

He  had  been  up  all  night,  and,  feeling  that  it  was  im¬ 
possible  for  the  boy  and  girl  to  get  out  of  the  room,  he  was 
taking  a  little  doze. 

He  did  not  know  that  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Prai¬ 
rie  Pearl  had  slipped  the  bonds  and  were  even  now  frying 
to  get  out  of  the  room  bv  some  other  way  than  the  door. 

And  if  he  had  been  conscious  of  the  fact  that  an  enemy 
was  creeping  upon  him  to  silence  him  forever,  he  would 
have  jumped  to  his  feet  and  let  out  a  cry  of  warning  that 
could  have  been  heard  a  long  distance. 

Ilf  was  all  unconscious  of  these  facts,  and  that  meant 
that  bis  earthly  career  was  fast  coming  to  a  close. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  knew  just  where  to  strike. 


Nearer  and  nearer  he  got  to  the  dozing  scoundrel,  work¬ 
ing  his  way  as  stealthily  as  a  cat  creeping  upon  an  unsus¬ 
pecting  mouse. 

The  scout  measured  the  distance  carefullv  and  then 

•/ 

launched  himself  forward  like  a  catapult. 

His  left  hand  caught  the  man  by  the  throat  and  the 
knife  in  his  right  descended  with  a  thud. 

His  victim  gave  one  choking  gasp  and  then  he  allowed 
him  to  drop  gently  to  the  floor. 

There  was  a  quiver  and  then  the  muscles  relaxed. 

One  more  of  the  murderous  gang  had  gone  before  his 
Maker. 

The  door  was  fastened  by  a  hasp  and  staple,  and,  pulling 
out  a  stick  that  held  the  hasp  in  place,  Charlie  opened  the 
door. 

Then  it  was  that  a  smothered  cry  of  joy  escaped  his 
lips. 

Before  him  stood  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Prairie 
Pearl,  both  on  the  defensive! 

“Oh!” 

It  was  the  girl  who  made  the  exclamation,  while  Wild’s 

face  broke  into  a  smile. 

* 

“Is  it  you,  eh,  Charlie?”  he  whispered.  “Well,  I  am 
glad  you  came,  for  I  suppose  we  would  have  had  a  hard 
time  getting  out  of  here,  even  if  we  did  get  rid  of  our 
bonds.” 

“Come  right  on  out!  We  ain’t  got  a  minute  to  spare!” 
answered  the  scout,  who  was  so  glad  that  he  had  accom¬ 
plished  his  purpose  that  he  felt  like  shouting.  “Come 
right  on!  Be  careful,  now;  there’s  no  need  of  ther  gang  „ 
of  knowin’  we  are  tryin’  to  git  out.” 

Out  into  the  hall  he  led  them,  where  they  met  Jim. 

Then  it  suddenly  occurred  to  Charlie  to  go  back  into 
the  room  and  put  the  body  of  the  man  into  the  room 
where  Wild  and  the  girl  had  been  confined. 

He  did  this  in  short  order,  and  then  laying  a  couple  of 
bags  over  the  blood  on  the  floor,  he  placed  the  stick  back 
into  the  staple  and  followed  his  companions  to  the  room 
where  the  pile  of  empty  bags  was. 

He  could  hear  the  sounds  of  voices  in  the  room  adjoin-^ 
ing  the  one  he  had  given  the  guard  his  quietus  in,  but,  i 
luckily  for  them,  no  one  came  out. 

The  villains  appeared  to  be  busily  engaged  over  some*. 

... 

thing. 

“If  I  thought  there  wasn’t  more’n  half  a  dozen  of  ’em 
lie  muttered,  “I’d  jest  open  that  door  an’  begin  to  pour 
lead  into  ’em.  But  there  might  be  twenty  of  ’em;  an’,  \ 
then  there’s  so  many  confounded  traps  around  here  that 
it  wouldn’t  hardly  be  safe  to  do  it.” 

Y\  hen  he  got  into  the  room  where  the  window  was  bet 
found  Jim  working  at  the  shutter  with  his  knife. 

The  wood  was  pretty  rotten,  and  Dart  was  making  I 
great  headway  at  it. 

In  less  than  a  minute  lie  had  loosened  one  of  the  hinges 
so  that  it  slipped  over  and  hung  from  the  top. 

Then  Charlie  caught  hold  of  the  shutter  and  pushed  it 

off. 
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Out  leaped  Jim  and  after  him  came  Wild. 

Then,  not  waiting  to  be  assisted,  the  Prairie  Pearl  fol¬ 
lowed. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  so  well  satisfied  at  the  outcome  of 
the  adventure  that  he  took  his  time  about  getting  out. 

But  once  he  was  out,  they  all  started  to  find  the  horses, 
keeping  well  away  from  the  house  to  avoid  any  nets  or 
other  contrivances  that  might  be  thrown  upon  them. 

As  soon  as  they  came  in  sight  of  the  horses  they  started 
on  a  run  for  them. 

While  he  was  afraid  of  nothing  living,  Young  Wild 
West  was  cautious  about  getting  too  close  to  that  house. 

But  he  meant  to  come  back  there  again! 

He  was  the  first  to  reach  his  horse,  and  then  it  was 
quite  easy  to  catch  the  others. 

While  they  were  in  the  act  of  mounting  a  shot  rang 
out  from  the  house  and  a  bullet  clipped  a  lock  of  hair 
from  the  head  of  Charlie. 

Their  escape  had  become  known. 

The  back  door  was  open  on  a  crack  and  the  barrel  of  a 
rifle  was  sticking  out. 

Crack!  Crack! 

Though  they  could  not  see  who  had  fired  the  shot,  the 
scout  and  Dart  let  go  at  the  door. 

They  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the  door  closed,  and 
then,  leaping  into  the  saddle,  they  rode  off  with  the  Prai¬ 
rie  Pearl  in  the  lead. 

Young  Wild  West  did  not  say  a  word  till  they  had  cov¬ 
ered  perhaps  two  hundred  yards. 

“That  beats  anything  I  ever  experienced  on  the  prai¬ 
rie,”  he  observed.  “A  fellow  is  apt  to  find  such  traps  in 
the  cities,  but  out  here  on  the  plains! — well,  it  got  the 
best  of  me  when  I  found  that  such  things  existed.  No 
Man’s  Ranch,  eh?  Well,  I  guess  it  isn’t  haunted  by  gob¬ 
lins,  after  all!” 

“Not  much!”  exclaimed  Rustling  Nell.  “They’re  a 
blamed  sight  worse  than  goblins,  I  reckon!” 

“What  are  you  goin’  to  do  about  this  business,  Wild?” 
asked  the  scout. 

#  “Do  about  it!  Why,  I  am  going  to  clean  that  gang  out 
just  as  soon  as  I  can  get  hold  of  a  brace  of  revolvers  and 
-a  knife!”  was  the  reply. 

»  “That’s  it!”  cried  Jim. 

“Hadn’t  we  better  burn  ther  buildin’  down?” 

“Not  right  away.  We  want  to  draw  them  out  and  pick 
them  off.  I  would  like  to  see  through  the  place  before  it 
is  destroyed.  There’s  no  use  in  denying  that  there’s  a 
mvstery  to  the  house,  and  I  want  to  solve  the  mystery  to 
the  full  satisfaction  of  the  people  at  the  settlement  before 
rhe  ranch  is  destroyed.” 

“Good  enough!” 

“Jt  won’t  do  to  put  this  business  off,  either.” 

I  “Oh,  no!”  4 

Ju-t  then  Rustling  Nell  threw  up  her  hand  and  gave  a 

-bout  of  joy. 

“Here  comes  my  tenderfoot  cousin  with  dad  and  a 
whole  bunch!”  she  cried. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

AT  DAN  MANTON ’s  RANCH. 

Little  lorn  Ostberg  had  ridden  hard  when  he  left  No 
Man’s  Ranch  in  such  a  state  of  fright. 

It  was  lucky  the  horse  he  rode  knew  the  way  to  the 
ranch  owned  by  the  father  of  Rustling  Nell,  or  it  is  doubt¬ 
ful  if  he  would  have  reached  there  in  some  time. 

But  the  animal  headed  straight  for  home  and  arrived 
there  in  quick  time. 

The  stories  the  little  fellow  had  heard  about  No  Man’s 
Ranch  were  quite  enough  to  unnerve  him,  let  alone  what 
he  had  just  seen,  and  when  he  dismounted  at  the  stock 
pen  and  ran  to  his  uncle,  all  out  of  breath  and  his  face  as 
pale  as  a  sheet,  honest  Dan  Manton,  which  was  the  name 
of  the  rancher,  was  not  a  little  disturbed. 

“Oh,  uncle!”  he  cried;  “the  goblins  have  got  Nell  over 
at  No  Man’s  Ranch!  I  saw  a  man  with  a  bull’s  head  on 
him  throw  a  net  over  her  and  drag  her  in  the  house!” 

“Thunder!”  exclaimed  the  ranchman.  “What  do  you 
mean,  boy?” 

Then  Tom  undertook  to  tell  all  he  had  seen,  and  the 
father  of  the  Prairie  Pearl  grew  more  excited  every  min¬ 
ute. 

He,  like  the  majority  living  in  the  settlement,  was 
quite  superstitious,  and  he  had  more  or  less  of  a  fear  of 
No  Man’s  Ranch  from  the  stories  he  had  heard  concern¬ 
ing  the  place. 

But  when  he  comprehended  that  his  daughter  had  been 
captured  and  dragged  into  the  house  by  a  being  that  was 
half  man,  half  bull,  he  forgot  all  about  his  fears,  and  at 
once  hastened  to  organize  a  party  to  go  and  rescue  her. 

The  boy  calmed  down  wonderfully  by  the  time  the 
score  or  more  of  cowboys  was  ready  to  start,  and  he  told 
everything  that  had  happened  that  morning  since  he  left 
the  ranch  with  his  fair,  but  reckless  cousin. 

It  was  such  a  straight  story  that  the  ranchman  and  his 
men  were  compelled  to  believe  every  word  of  it. 

Dan  Manton  had  heard  all  about  Young  Wild  West 
from  the  girl,  and  that  made  it  plain  to  him  why  she  had 
risked  paying,  the  dreaded  ranch  a  visit. 

“She  coaxed  Young  Wild  West  to  let  her  go  with  him,” 
said  Tom.  “He  didn’t  ask  her.  He  said  it  was  nonsense 
about  there  being  goblins  there,  and  I  guess  she  got  to 
believe  it.  I  know  I  did.  Anyhow,  I  felt  that  if  there 
was  such  things  there  he’d  shoot  ’em  in  short  order.  You 
ought  to  have  seen  how  he  knocked  that  bear  over!  He 
did  it  in  one  shot,  too,  and  the  big  brute  hardly  moved 
after  the  bullet  hit  him.” 

The  party  rode  hard,  and  though  they  had  several  miles 
to  go,  they  soon  came  in  sight  of  No  Man’s  Ranch,  with 
its  dilapidated  buildings  and  general  lonesome  appear¬ 
ance. 

But  just  as  they  sighted  it  in  the  distance  who  should 
they  see  coming  around  a  bunch  of  trees  but  the  Prairie 
Pearl  and  three  horsemen! 
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Rancher  Dan  Manton  felt  like  leaping  from  the  saddle 
and  standing  on  his  head  when  he  saw  his  daughter  wave 
her  hand  and  heard  the  sound  of  her  voice. 

“Why,  there  she  is,  boys!”  he  shouted.  “There’s  Nell, 
as  sure  as  you’re  born!  There’s  ther  Prairie  Pearl!” 

The  cowboys  looked  at  each  other,  apparently  more 
than  glad  that  they  would  not  have  to  put  up  a  fight 
against  any  goblins. 

Then  they  broke  into  a  cheer  that  could  be  heard  for  a 
mile  across  the  prairie. 

One  minute  later  they  came  to  a  halt  and  then  up  rode 
Rustling  Nell,  followed  by  Young  Wild  West,  Cheyehne 
Charlie  and  Jim  Dart. 

“Here  I  am,  dad!”  she  cried,  waving  her  hands.  “I’ve 
had  the  greatest  time  you  ever  heard  of!” 

“Accordin’  to  what  Tommy  says,  I  reckon  you  have,” 
answered  her  father,  the  tears  starting  from  his  eyes  as 
he  seized  her  by  both  hands  and  squeezed  them  affection¬ 
ately. 

“What  did  the  little  tenderfoot  tell  you,  dad?” 

“He  said  as  how  you  was  hauled  into  ther  back  door  of 
.ther  ranch  by  a  man  with  a  bull’s  head  on  him.” 

“That’s  dead  right,  dad!  That’s  just  what  happened. 
The  man  with  the  bull’s  head  on  him  threw  a  kind  of  net 
over  Young  Wild  West  and  me  and  yanked  us  from  our 
horses  in  no  time.  Then  we  were  dragged  into  the  house 
and  put  through  a  course  of  sprouts,  I  kin  tell  you!  We 
had  an  exciting  time  of  it  while  we  were  there,  but  Young 
Wild  West’s  two  pards  managed  to  get  us  out,  and  here 
we  are!” 

An  introduction  and  lots  of  talk  followed,  and  finally 
Dan  Manton  insisted  on  getting  Wild  to  consent  to  go 
back  to  his  ranch  with  them. 

“I  reckon  tonight  will  be  a  better  time  for  you  to  go  to 
No  Man’s  Ranch  to  solve  ther  mystery,  as  you  say,"  he 
remarked.  “You  jest  come  back  with  us.  I  want  to  show 
yon  an’  vour  pards  to  my  wife.  You  beat  a  whole  deck, 
includin’  ther  joker,  you  do,  Young  Wild  West!” 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  about  my  beating  the  whole  deck,” 
answered  our  hero.  “But  I  do  know  for  a  certainty  that 
there  are  no  goblins  at  No  Man’s  Ranch,  as  some  people 
have  been  foolish  enough  to  believe.  There  are  some 
very  shrewd  villains  there,  though,  who  have  been  work¬ 
ing  a  murderous  game  on  the  innocents  who  have  come 
that  way.  I  am  going  to  take  it  on  myself  to  clean  out 
this  gang  and  learn  just  hpw  they  have  been  working 
things.” 

The  men  looked  at  him  in  admiration. 

They  were  all  hardy  plainsmen  and  not  afraid  to  fight 
when  it  became  necessary,  but  they  did  not  like  to  tackle 
things  which  they  regarded  as  supernatural. 

But  there  was  not  one  among  them  who  was  not  willing 
to  go  with  Young  Wild  West  to  No  Man’s  Ranch. 

The  fact  of  his  having  saved  the  life  of  the  Prairie 
Pearl  from  the  grizzly  was  sufficient  to  make  them  have 
the  greatest  respect  for  him. 

When  Dan  Manton’s  ranch  came  in  sight  Wild  saw  that1 


there  were  several  anxious  people  on  the  stoop  of  the  * 
house. 

He  could  tell  they  were  anxious  by  the  way  they  were* 
walking  up  and  down. 

They  consisted  of  the  girl’s  mother  and  her  elder  sis¬ 
ters  and  two  or  three  women  servants. 

Rustling  Nell  was  a  favorite  with  them  all,  and  the  fact 
of  her  being  in  trouble  was  enough  to  alarm  them. 

But  when  they  saw  her  gallop  ahead  of  the  riders  there 
was  a  waving  of  handkerchiefs  and  a  general  rejoicing. 

Though  they  had  not  heard  the  full  story  that  little 
Tom  Ostberg  had  told,  they  had  an  inkling  of  what  had 
happened. 

In  spite  of  her  reckless  way,  the  Prairie  Pearl  had  a 
very  tender  heart. 

When  she  leaped  from  her  horse  and  was  being  hugged  * 
by  her  mother  and  sisters  she  cried  just  the  same  as  the 
rest  of  them  did. 

She  was  but  a  "girl,  with  a  girl’s  heart,  after  all. 

The  next  thing  in  order  was  the  introduction  of  Young 
Wild  West  and  his  partners. 

Then  the  story  of  their  thrilling  adventure  had  to  be 
told. 

The  women  listened  in  amazement,  while  the  men  shook 
their  heads  and  spoke  to  each  other  in  whispers. 

There  was  a  stockily-built,  dark-faced  man,  who  held  an 
important  position  in  the  ranch  who  did  not  seem  to  think 
Young  Wild  West  was  entitled  to  all  the  praise  he  was  t 
receiving. 

His  name  was  Bill  Rinaldo^and  he  had  just  come  in 
from  the  grazing  grounds  in  time  to  listen  to  the  story.  £ 

“I  don’t  think  there  is  anything  wonderful  about  a 
young  fellow  who  lets  himself  git  caught  nappin’  like 
that,”  he  remarked  so  our  hero  could  hear  it. 

“Never  mind,  Bill;  you’re  always  bound  to  disagree 
with  everyone  else,”  spoke  up  Dan  Manton. 

“Well,  maybe  I  am.  But  I  don’t  see  any  use  of  laudin’ 
a  feller  to  ther  skies  when  he  don’t  deserve  it.  Why,  I 
reckon  I  could  learn  him  how  to  shoot  an’  ride,  an’  how 
to  plug  grizzlies  with  bullets.” 

Wild  smiled,  and  as  the  man  was  looking  right  at  him,'* 
he  could  not  help  seeing  it. 

“You  ain’t  laughin’  at  me,  are  you?”  he  cried,  his  face 

flushing  angrily.  4 

• 

“No,  I’m  not  laughing,”  was  the  cool  retort.  “I  was 
only  smiling.  Please  don’t  get  excited.  I  am  real  sorry  *- 
that  you  could  not  get  along  without  making  unpleasant 
.remarks  about  me.” 

“You  are  sorry,  eh?” 

“I  just  said  so,  didn’t  I?” 

“Well,  if  you’re  so  sorry,  why  don’t  you  go  away  some¬ 
where,  so  no  one  kin  see  you?" 

“See  here!”  exclaimed  Wild,  stepping  over  to  the  fel- . 
low,  “if  you  was  the  owner  of  this  ranch  T  would  mount 
my  horse  and  ride  right  away  without  another  word;  but 
!  as  you  are  only  an  employe,  I  want  you  to  address  vour 
remarks  to  someone  else.  If  you  don’t  I  will  teach  you  \ 
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liulo  maimers.  1  hat  is  a  way  1  have,  and  it  makes  no 
difference  where  1  am,  either/' 

"Huh!  Well,  young  feller,  1  don't  own  ther  ranch,  but 
l\e  got  a  few  dollars  invested  in  it,  along  with  Dan  Man- 
ton,  so  1  guess  1  ve  got  somethin'  to  say  around  here.” 

Man  ton  s  face  turned  red  when  this  was  said. 

"It  ain  t  necessary  to  let  everyone  know  our  business, 
Bill,"  he  said. 

"Why  don't  you  buy  my  share  out,  then?”  was  the 
quick  reply.  “It  will  only  take  fifteen  hundred  dollars 
to  do  it.” 

“I  would  if  1  had  ther  money  right  at  hand.  I’d  be 
only  too  glad  to  do  it,  too.” 

“W  ell,  so  long  as  you  can’t  do  it,  I’m  goin’  to  have 
somethin’  to  say.  Now,  then,  you  Young  Wild  West,  you 
jest  take  a  back  seat.  You’re  not  wanted  around  here, 
anywav!” 

V  1/ 

‘“I  know  what’s  the  matter  with  Bill  Rinaldo!”  cried 
Rustling  Nell,  stepping  forward.  “The  crazy  galoot  is 
mad  because  I  wouldn’t  listen  to  him  when  he  made  love 
to  me.  Why,  I  wouldn’t  wipe  my  feet  on  him!  The  poor 
fool  thinks  Young  Wrild  West  has  got  the  inside  track  of 
him,  when  there’s  only  one  fellow  in  the  world  for  me,  and 
he  ain’t  here!” 

This  remark  so  enraged  Bill  Rinaldo  that  he  turned 
upon  Wild  and  drew  his  knife. 

But  he  did  not  even  get  a  chance  to  use  it! 

Spat!  Wild’s  fist  caught  him  squarely  in  the  mouth 
and  he  staggered  back  and  fell  to  the  ground. 

The  boy  followed  him  up  and  kicked  the  knife  from  his 
hand  and  then  stood  over  him  waiting  for  him  to  get  up. 

“You  are  the  most  contemptible  fellow  I  have  met  in 
some  time  for  one  who  has  been  posing  as  an  honest 
man,”  he  said.  “Get  up  and  apologize  for  your  ungentle- 
manly  conduct  to  all  hands,  or  I  will  thrash  you  within 
an  inch  of  your  life!” 

Rinaldo  let  out  a  growl  like  that  of  a  wounded  bear, 
and  staggered  to  his  feet. 

But,  instead  of  apologizing,  he  seized  our  hero  about 
the  waist  and  made  an  effort  to  dash  him  to  the  ground. 

But  he  had  made  the  mistake  of  his  life,  for  the  instant 
he  caught  hold  of  Wild  the  boy’s  hands  grasped  him  and 
his  form  became  as  rigid  as  a  post. 

"When  the  man  failed  in  his  first  attempt  to  throw  him 
he  strove  to  get  a  better  hold,  and  in  doing  that  he  lost 
all  chance  of  accomplishing  his  purpose. 

Young  Wild  West  got  his  left  arm  across  the  front  of 
his  neck  and  grasped  him  by  the  thigh  with  the  other. 

Then  he  began  to  pull  and  press  at  the  same  time. 

This  was  more  than  Rinaldo  could  stand,  and  he  tried 
hard  to  get  still  another  hold. 

,  i  Then  there  was  a  quick  movement  on  the  part  of  the 
at}  letic  boy  and  up  went  the  man’s  heels  in  the  air. 

jJfThud! 

I  He  came  down  upon  the  ground  with  a  bang  that  fairly 

jarred  him. 


A  rousing  cheer  went  up  from  all  hands,  the  voice  of 
the  Prairie  Pearl  ringing  out  above  all  the  rest. 

But  Young  Wild  West  paid  no  attention  to  the  cheer- 
insr 

lie  felt  that  it  was  his  duty  to  give  the  man  a  thrashing, 
or  else  make  him  apologize,  and  when  he  felt  that  way 
he  generally  settled  things  to  his  full  satisfaction. 

He  waited  for  Rinaldo  to  get  up,  watching  that  he  did 
not  pull  a  shooter,  meanwhile,  and  when  he  was  on  his 
feet  again  he  struck  out  with  his  right  fist  and  knocked 
him  down. 

“You  are  going  to  apologize,”  said  he,  speaking  as 
though  he  was  not  the  least  bit  angered,  though  in  truth, 
he  was  considerably  stirred  up. 

“All  right!  I’ll — I’ll  apologize!”  called  out  the  man 
in  a  humble  and  excited  voice. 

“Very  well,  then,  do  so!” 

Bill  Rinaldo  got  on  his  knees,  and,  facing  the  crowd, 
told  them  he  was  sorry  for  acting  the  way  he  had,  prom¬ 
ising  them  never  to  do  so  again. 

When  he  had  done  this  Wild  turned  to  Dan  Manton  and 
said : 

“Mr.  Manton,  I  would  like  to  loan  you  fifteen  hundred 
dollars  to  buv  this  man’s  share  of  the  ranch.  I  will  give 
you  a  draft  on  the  bank  at  Cheyenne,  if  he  will  accept 
it.  All  I  want  is  lawful  interest,  and  you  can  have  the 
money  for  two  years,  if  you  like.” 

“I’ll  accept  that  offer!”  said  Manton.  “Bill,  will  you 
accept  Young  Wild  West’s  draft?” 

“Yes!” 

In  a  few  minutes  the  whole  thing  was  settled,  and  then 
Bill  Rinaldo  gathered  up  his  belongings,  and,  mounting 
his  horse,  left  the  ranch. 


CHAPTER  X. 

CAPTAIN  BULL  AND  HIS  BAND. 

Bill  Rinaldo  had  really  been  a  pretty  fair  sort  of  a  man 
until  he  fell  in  love  with  pretty  Nell  Manton,  the  Prairie 
Pearl. 

He  had  been  associated  with  her  father  for  a  long  time 
and  had  watched  her  grow  up  from  a  child. 

Her  frivolous,  harem-scarem  nature  charmed  him'  until 
it  asserted  itself  by  making  fun  of  him. 

Then  at  last  he  could  stand  it  no  longer  and  he  proposed 
marriage  to  the  girl. 

She  had  laughed  at  him  at  the  start,  but  when  he  be¬ 
came  terribly  in  earnest,  she  had  given  him  a  pretty  strong 
lecture  in  her  own  peculiar  way,  the  substance  of  which 
was  for  him  to  “mind  his  own  business  and  not  talk  about 
such  things  as  love,  or  he’d  surely  get  into  trouble.” 

This  happened  the  day  before  the  Prairie  Pearl  first 
met  Young  Wild  West,  and  when  Bill  Rinaldo  heard  her 
speaking  in  such  glowing  terms  of  the  young  deadshot  he 
hated  Young  Wild  West  before  he  had  seen  him. 
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It  can  be  readily  imagined  what  frame  of  mind  the  man 
was  in  when  he  mounted  his  horse  to  leave  the  ranch  he 
had  so  long  been  a  part  owner  in. 

He  rode  on  in  the  direction  of  Markdown,  intending  to 
go  there  and  stop  for  a  day  or  so. 

When  about  halfway  there  he  met  a  horseman  whom  he 
knew  quite  well. 

It  was  no  other  than  Lank  Forbes,  the  bully — the  fellow 
Wild  had  given  such  a  rough  handling  in  front  of  the 
supply  store  at  the  settlement. 

“Hello,  Bill!”  called  out  Forbes.  “What’s  ther  matter 
with  you?  I  never  see  you  look  so  downhearted  afore.” 

“Mebbe  I’ve  got  reason  to  be  downhearted,”  was  the  re¬ 
ply.  “What’s  ther  matter  with  you;  I  see  your  face  is 
putty  well  bruised  up?” 

“Oh!  A  boy  named  Young  Wild  West  done  that  to  me 
yesterday.  I’m  around  lookin’  fur  him  now.  I  want  to 
git  a  chance  at  him,  an’  if  I  do  I’ll  bet  he  won’t  wallop 
me,  or  anybody  else  ag’in!” 

“A  feller  named  Young  Wild  West  done  it,  did  you 
say?”  gasped  Rinaldo.  “Why,  Lank!  he’s  ther  very  one 
what  fixed  me  up  jest  a  little  while  ago  at  Manton’s 
Ranch.” 

“You  don’t  mean  it!” 

“It’s  a  fact.” 

“Young  Wild  West  is  a  regular  wonder  when  it  comes 
to  handlin’  a  man,  ain’t  he?” 

“Ther  greatest  I  ever  seen!” 

The  spark  of  sympathy  being  ignited,  the  two  got  on 
the  best  of  terms. 

They  talked  away  for  half  an  hour,  and  at  the  expiration 
of  that  time  they  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  they 
both  wanted  revenge  on  Young  Wild  West,  and  that  they 
would  not  be  satisfied  till  they  got  it. 

Neither  spoke  outright  of  killing  him,  but  it  was  the 
purpose  of  both  to  do  it  if  they  could. 

When  Forbes  heard  what  Young  Wild  West  had  been 
doing  since  he  left  the  settlement  that  morning  he  opened 
wide  his  eyes. 

“Then  there  ain’t  no  spooks  around  No  Man’s  Ranch?” 
questioned  the  bully. 

“No,”  was  the  reply.  “There’s  a  bad  gang  there  what’s 
playin’  tricks  an’  robbin’  people  what  come  along,  I 

guess.” 

“Do  you  think  that  is  a  fact?” 

“I  feel  quite  sure  of  it.” 

“Wouldn’t  it  be  great  if  we  could  go  an’  git  in  with 
them  fellers  at  No  Man’s  Ranch?  You  say  Young  Wild 
West  intends  to  go  there  tonight  to  clean  ’em  out — 
wouldn’t  they  be  glad  to  know  that,  so  they  could  be  on 
the  lookout?” 

“By  jove!”  exclaimed  Bill  Rinaldo,  delightedly.  “Do 
you  think  it  could  be  done.  Lank?” 

“We  kin  try,  anyhow.” 

“Yes,  but  we  don’t  want  to  venture  too  close  to  ther 
Warned  old  house,  either.” 

“We’ll  ride  up  near  enough  for  them  to  see  us,  an’  then 


we’ll  hoist  up  a  handkerchief.  I  kin  put  it  on  ther  end  of 
my  rifle  barrel.” 

“All  right!  Let’s  git  over  there  right  away,  then.  It’s 
putty  near  noon,  an’  it  may  be  that  we  kin  strike  some 
grub  over  there.” 

The  two  rascals  struck  out  on  a  bee-line  for  No  Man’s 
Ranch. 

The  feeling  for  revenge  was  leading  them  on,  and  it 
was  safe  to  say  that  they  were  bound  to  become  first-class 
villains,  even  if  they  had  not  decided  to  go  over  to  the 
ranch  that  had  a  mystery  hanging  over  it. 

They  rode  to  within  one  hundred  yards  of  the  house 
after  reaching  the  ranch  property,  and  then  they  came  to 
a  halt. 

Lank  Forbes  produced  a  handkerchief  that  was  not  as 
white  as  it  might  have  been,  and  fastened  it  to  the  muzzle 
of  the  short  carbine  he  carried. 

Then  he  held  it  up  and  waved  it  back  and  forth  several 
times. 

At  first  there  was  no  notice  taken  of  it,  but  after  awhile 
they  saw  a  man  approaching  on  horseback,  who  had  evi¬ 
dently  left  the  house  from  the  back  and  rode  around  into 
view. 

“Hello,  stranger!”  called  out  Forbes.  “Is  there  a.  chance 
for  us  to  git  anything  to  eat  in  ther  ranch?” 

“I  guess  not,”,’  was  the  evasive  reply.  “I  don’t  think 
there  is  anyone  living  there.” 

“There  must  be,  accordin’  to  what  Tve  heard  a  little 
while  ago.” 

“What  did  you  hear?” 

“We  heard  that  you  had  four  people  in  here,  an’  that 
they  all  got  away  an’  killed  two  of  your  men  for  you.  The 
young  feller  with  the  long  hair  is  cornin’  back  here  to¬ 
night  to  clean  you  out,  too.” 

“I  don’t  know  what  you  are  talkin’  about,”  said  the 
man,  uneasily.  “I  am  a  stranger  in  these  parts.  I  just 
rode  up  to  that  house  and  tried  to  get  in,  but  it  is  entirely 
empty,  as  far  as  a  human  being  is  concerned.  I  can’t 
make  out  what  vou  are  talking  about.” 

“I  guess  you  know  all  right,”  spoke  up  Bill  Rinaldo. 
“S’pose  we  tell  you  that  we  are  after  Young  Wild  West, 
an’  that  we  are  bound  to  git  square  with  him  for  some¬ 
thin’  he  done  to  us — what  then?” 

“Who  is  Young  Wild  West?”  asked  the  man. 

“Ther  young  feller  what  was  with  ther  gal  when  yon- 
collared  ’em  an’  put  ’em  in  a  dark  room.” 

The  man  looked  at  him  sharply  when  he  said  this. 

“See  here,  my  friend,”  said  he,  suddenly,  “are  you  afraid 
to  die?” 

“Afraid  to  die!”  echoed  the  two  villains  in  a  breath. 

“Yes,  afraid  to  die.”  5 

“I  don’t  know  what  you  mean,”  faltered  Bill  Rinaldo. 

“I  spoke  it  plain  enough,  didn't  I?” 

“Well,  ves.” 

“Then  answer  the  question.” 

“Well,  I  s’pose  I  am  afraid  to  die.” 
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"Come  on  with  me,  then.  If  you  had  said  no  I  would 
have  let  vou  go  on  about  vour  business/’ 

The  rascals  looked  at  each  other. 

"Are  you  goin*  to  take  us  inside  ther  ranch?”  questioned 
Lank  Forbes. 

"Yes,  come  on!” 

They  shrugged  their  shoulders  and  hesitated. 

"You  are  not  afraid  to  go  in  there,  are  you?” 

“Not  as  your  friends  we  ain’t.” 

"Well,  you  are  goin g  in  as  my  friends.” 

"You  mean  that?” 

“I  certainly  do.  If  1  had  not  concluded  that  you  were 
just  the  kind  of  men  I  wanted  I  should  not  have  invited 
you  in  the  ranch.  Come  on,  now!” 

He  turned  his  horse  and  they  followed  almost  mechan¬ 
ically.  \  . 

Straight  for  the  front  of  the  house  they  rode,  and  when 
they  were  right  at  the  low  stoop  the  big  door  suddenly 
opened. 

*  Into  the  building  rode  the  leader. 

w 

“Come  on!”  he  cried.  “Don’t  hesitate  now,  for  he  who 
hesitates  is  lost.” 

Pretty  badly  scared,  the  two  rascals  rode  through  the 
doorway,  ducking  their  heads  to  prevent  them  from  being 
hit  by  the  top  of  the  frame  as  they  did  so. 

Then  the  door  slammed  shut  and  three  men  suddenly 
j-  appeared. 

“Here  are  two  fellows  who  have  come  over  to  tell  us 
that  a  raid  is  to  be  made  on  us  tonight,  boys!”  exclaimed 
*  the  man  who  had  conducted  them  there. 

He  was  no  other  than  the  leader  of  the  mysterious  gang 
that  inhabited  the  ranch — the  half  man,  half  bull. 

He  went  by  the  name  of  Captain  Bull  and  lie  was  a  sort 
of  fanatic  on  things  that  were  weird  and  mysterious. 

About  three  months  before  he  had  taken  possession  of 
the  ranch,  finding  an  old  hag  living  there  alone,  who  ad¬ 
mitted  that  she  had  been  frightening  people  away  by  giv¬ 
ing  them  the  impression  that  the  ranch  was  haunted. 

Captain  Bull  saw  a  chance  to  make  money  by  killing 
>  and  plundering  the  unsuspecting  ones  who  came  that  way, 
and  to  frighten  others  who  might  interfere  with  him 
away. 

He  had  started  right  in  to  perfect  his  arrangements. 

He  had  been  the  means  of  murdering  four  or  five  travel¬ 
lers,  and  now  he  was  just  desperate  enough  to  stay  there 
and  fight  against  a  regiment,  if  it  came  to  the  point. 

Of  the  fiendish  contrivances  he  had  rigged  in  and  about 
the  house  we  will  tell  ol  later  on. 

“Strangers,”  said  the  captain,  looking  Forbes  and  Ri- 
naldo  squarely  in  the  eyes  and  speaking  in  a  sepulchral 
voice,  “are  you  aware  that  no  honest  man  who  comes  to 
ft  his  ranch  ever  goes  away  from  it,  dead  or  alive?” 

Thev  made  no  answer. 

“If  you  have  come  here  for  the  purpose  of  learning 
whaf  is  here  and  go  back  to  those  on  Manton’s  ranch  and 
report  it,  you  have  made  a  big  mistake.” 


“Oh!  we  didn’t  do  that.  Let  me  tell  my  story,  won’t 
you?” 

Rinaldo  was  so  earnest  when  he  said  this  that  Captain 
Bull  told  him  to  go  ahead. 

Fie  told  it  all,  even  to  the  part  where  he  had  fallen  in 
love  with  the  Prairie  Pearl,  and  the  captain  and  his  three 
men  listened  attentively. 

They  believed  the  story,  too. 

Then  Lank  Forbes  told  what  he  had  against  Young 
Wild  West. 

“I  was  ther  boss  of  ther  settlement  afore  he  come  there/’ 
lie  concluded.  “Now,  there  ain’t  no  use  of  me  stayin’ 
around  there  any  more,  ’cause  they  ain’t  afraid  of  me, 
like  they  was.” 

“Well,  do  you  want  to  join  in  with  us  and  kill  those 
who  are  coming  here  to  clean  us  out  tonight?” 

44 Yes!”  they  answered,  unhesitatingly. 

They  did  not  dare  to  answer  no,  for  fear  they  would  be 
put  out  of  the  way  instantly. 

“Good!  Prepare  them  to  take  the  oath,  men!” 

The  horses  were  led  to  the  further  end  of  the  building, 
where  there  was  nothing  but  a  floor  of  clay  and  where 
there  were  more  steeds  stabled,  and  then  Forbes  and  Ri¬ 
naldo  were  securely  blindfolded. 

The  ranch  building  was  a  large  one  and  contained  many 
rooms. 

Into  one  of  the  larger  ones  the  two  candidates  were  con¬ 
ducted.  • 

They  were  kept  here  in  silence  for  perhaps  fifteen  min¬ 
utes.  • 

Then  they  heard  the  steady  tramp  of  feet  around  them 
and  the  hoodwinks  were  removed  from  their  eyes. 

The  rascals  found  themselves  standing  in  about  the 
center  of  the  room. 

In  a  semi-circle  before  them  were  five  peculiar  looking 
figures. 

Four  of  them  wore  bags  over  their  heads,  the  same  as 
has  already  been  described,  and  the  fifth  was  the  captain 
with  the  bull’s  head  on. 

The  room  was  a  dark  one  situated  somewhere  in  the 
center  of  the  building  and  a  lantern  had  been  lighted  and 
suspended  from  the  ceiling. 

Neither  of  the  candidates  possessed  any  overplus  of 
nerve,  and  as  they  looked  around  at  the  strange  picture, 
they  felt  not  exactly  comfortable. 

“Your  names,  strangers!”  said  the  captain  in  a  slow, 
measured  tone  of  voice. 

“Lank  Forbes.” 

“Bill  Rinaldo.” 

“Your  ages.” 

“Forty-one.” 

“Fifty-three.” 

44 You  wish  to  join  the  band  of  Captain  Bull?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  hold  u^o  your  hands  and  repeat  after  me  an 
obligation  that  will  hold  you  to  me  so  long  as  you  shall 
live.” 
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Then  followed  an  oath  that  was  long  and  fearful  in  the 
wording. 

The  two  rascals  managed  to  repeat  it  to  the  satisfaction 
of  Captain  Bull,  however,  and  then  they  were  declared 
members  of  the  hand. 

When  this  was  done  they  were  shown  over  the  building 
from  cellar  to  garret,  and  many  were  the  things  they  saw 
that  made  them  open  their  eyes. 

But  when  they  were  told  that  if  their  enemies  were  put 
out  of  the  way  there  would  be  lots  of  money  to  be  made, 
they  felt  glad  that  they  had  come  to  the  ranch  and  joined 
the  band. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

SOME  SPORT  INDULGED  IN. 

Dan  Manton,  the  ranchman,  was  so  elated  at  having  got 
rid  of  his  partner  that  he  decided  to  hold  a  celebration  in 
honor  of  the  event. 

“I  will  be  able  to  pay  you  back  your  money  inside  of  a 
year,”  he  said  to  Young  Wild  West.  “I  have  been  think¬ 
ing  of  borrowing  the  money  for  some  time,  but  had  no 
idea  he  would  sell  out  as  cheap  as  that.  I  am  awful 
’glad  we’ve  got  rid  of  Rinaldo,  for  I  never  did  think  he 
was  honest.” 

“Well,  I  am  not  afraid  to  trust  you  for  a  moment,”  our 
hero  answered.  “I  think  I  can  tell  what  sort  of  a  man 
you  are.  I  only  needed  to  take  a  good  look  at  you.  Just 
rest  easy  on  the  paying-off  part  and  work  your  ranch  to 
the  best  advantage.” 

“I  will.  But  say,  Young  Wild  West.” 

“What  is  it,  sir?” 

< 

“Pm  goin’  to  git  ther  fiddler  out  an’  we’ll  have  a  regu¬ 
lar  cowboy  dance.” 

“Go  ahead.” 

“An’  after  that  we  will  have  a  dinner  of  roast  pork. 
I’ve  got  a  shoat  restin’  in  ther  big  stone  oven  now.” 

“That  will  be  fine.” 

“You  bet  it  will!  An’  plenty  of  good  applesass  to  go 
with  it,  an’  ther  bread  that  my  wife  an’  darters  make!  I 
reckon  you’ll  enjoy  it  all  right.” 

Wild  concluded  he  would,  when  he  came  to  think  of  it. 

Manton  started  right  in  to  get  the  fun  going. 

One  of  the  cowboys  had  a  violin  and  knew  how  to  play 
it  pretty  well. 

The  rest  of  the  men  who  were  not  doing  duty  just  then 
hastened  to  get  on  their  best  rigs,  for  they  knew  what  was 
coming. 

There  was  going  to  be  a  hot  time,  and  they  knew  there 
would  be  plenty  of  corn  whisky  in  evidence,  for  Manton 
was  a  drinking  man,  though  lie  seldom  took  more  than  he 
wanted. 

A  cowboy  who  does  not  like  whisky  is  a  rare  article,  and 
though  the  habit  is  no  doubt  a  bad  one,  it  would  be  hard 
toVnake  him  believe  it. 


Our  three  friends  made  themselves  right  at  home. 

The  women  at  the  ranch  used  them  like  lords. 

When  the  fiddle  struck  up  the  Prairie  Pearl,  who  had 
donned  a  regular  hunting  costume,  leaped  on  the  back 
of  her  horse  and  began  putting  the  animal  through  all 
sorts  of  manoeuvres. 

She  had  the  horse  trained  and  she  certainly  did  some 
wonderful  tricks. 

“Kin  your  horse  waltz,  Young  Wild  West?”  she  called 
out  when  she  had  tired  of  doing  the  tricks. 

“Yes,”  answered  Wild.  “lie  can  do  almost  anything 
that  any  horse  can  do.” 

“Well,  whoop  her  up,  then,  and  be  my  partner  for  a 
waltz!  I’m  a  hair-pin  that  can’t  be  bent  when  it  comes 
to  waltzin’  on  horseback!  If  you  don’t  know  the  game  I’ll 
soon  show  you.” 

Wild  needed  no  second  invitation. 

When  there  was  any  fun  going 'on  he  liked  to  have  a 
hand  in  it. 

He  was  soon  on  the  back  of  the  handsome  sorrel,  and 
then  he  showed  Rustling  Nell  that  she  was  not  the  only 
one  who  kne^v  how  to  waltz. 

Away  went  the  mounted  couple  to  the  strains  of  the 
“Blue  Danube”  that  the  fiddler  managed  to  turn  out  in 
pretty  good  shape. 

They  had  not  made  more  than  half  a  dozen  turns  when 
the  lookers-on  were  applauding  loudly. 

It  was  the  first  time  the  Prairie  Pearl  had  met  a  partner 
who  could  do  the  dance  with  her. 

For  nearly  ten  minutes  they  kept  it  up,  the  horses  going 
through  the  evolutions  without  a  single  break. 

When  they  came  to  a  stop  Dan  Manton  threw  his  hat 
in  the  air  and  sat  down  on  the  grass  completely  exhausted 
from  the  vociferous  applause  he  had  been  giving. 

“It  beats  anything  I  ever  seen,”  he  panted.  “Ain’t 
Young  Wild  West  a  wonder,  though?  Fetch  out  ther  hard 
cider  an’  ther  corn  juice  whisky;  I’m  dry  after  seein’ 
that.”  . 

Then  the  jollification  began  in  earnest. 

It  was  just  about  this  time  that  a  horseman  wras  discov¬ 
ered  approaching  the  house. 

He  was  riding  along  at  an  easy  canter,  and  when  Rust¬ 
ling  Nell  caught  sight  of  him  she  uttered  a  loud  whoop 
and  galloped  out  to  meet  him. 

Our  friends  watched  her,  and  when  she  reined  up  her 
steed  at  the  side  of  the  newcomer,  who  was  a  young  man 
of  prepossessing  appearance,  she  grabbed  him  about  the 
neck  and  gave  him  a  rousing  kiss. 

“That’s  her  lover,  I’ll  bet!”  said  Wild  to  Charlie  and 
Jim.  “She  was  telling  me  about  him.  She  said  she  had 
promised  to  marry  him  as  soon  as  he  learned  to  ride  and 
shoot  as  wTcll  as  she  can.” 

“He  seems  to  ride  that  horse  putty  well.”  retorted  the 
scout.  “I  don’t  think  he  kin  ride  with  her,  though,  for 
she  is  a  regular  whip  at  ther  game.” 

The  next  minute  the  young  couple  came  riding  up  to 
where  the  celebration  was  taking  place. 


25 


YOUNG  WILD  WEST  AND  THE  PRAIRIE  PEARL. 


"Hooray!"  cried  the  Prairie  Pearl  at  the  top  of  her 
voice.  "This  is  Percy  Lennox  right  from  Cheyenne!  Ain’t 
he  a  beautv,  bo  vs?" 

Then  she  gave  him  another  smack,  which  the  young  fel¬ 
low  did  not  seem  to  mind  in  the  least. 

It  wa  s  evident  that  he  was  used  to  her  rough-and-ready 
ways. 

Wanton  and  his  wife  and  remaining  daughters  at  once 
hastened  to  street  the  visitor. 

They  were  very  glad  to  see  him. 

When  his  hand  had  been  nearly  shaken  from  his  wrist 

V 

.  by  the  welcome  he  received,  Rustling  Nell  faced  him  to¬ 
ward  our  three  friends  and  said : 

‘‘Percy,  this  is  Young  Wild  West  an’  his  pards,  Chey- 
,  enne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart.  They’re  good-looking  fel¬ 
lows,  ain’t  they?  If  it  wasn’t  that  I  thought  so  much  of 
you,  an’  that  Young  Wild  West  has  a  sweetheart  home  in 
the  Black  Hills,  I  believe  I’d  have  tumbled  liead-over- 
heels  in  love  with  him.  But  you’re  the  only  man  for  me, 
Percy,  even  if  you  are  a  nickel-plated  tenderfoot!  Shake 
hands,  gents!’’ 

They  did  shake  hands  then,  and  our  friends  were  very 
favorably  impressed  with  the  young  merchant  from  Chey¬ 
enne. 

Then,  little  Tom  Ostberg  stepped  up. 

“I’m  glad  to  meet  you,  Percy,’’  he  said,  familiarly.  “I’ve 

)f  heard  Nell  talk  so  much  about  you  that  I  seem  to  have 
known  you  for  a  long  while.  Yrou  are  all  right.  Can  you 
shoot  as  good  as  Nell  yet?’’ 

«  “I  have  an  idea  that  I  can,’’  was  the  reply.  “I  am 
•  willing  to  give  her  a  trial,  any  time  she  is  ready.’’ 

“Do  it  right  now,  then!’’  exclamed  Dan  Manton,  who 
had  taken  a  couple  of  stiff  horns  and  was  in  the  right 
humor  for  more  sport.  “Do  it  right  now.’’ 

“All  right!’’  cried  Jiis  reckless  daughter.  “We’ll  shoot 
ther  match  right  now,  and  Young  Wild  West  shall  be 
ther  referee.’’ 

This  was  satisfactory  to  everyone,  so  when  the  young 
man  had  dismounted  and  treated  himself  to  a  good  wash¬ 
ing  to  get  rid  of  the  dust  of  travel,  he  came  out,  rifle  in 
hand. 

Wild  soon  made  a  target  from  a  piece  of  board,  and, 
Riding  off  to  a  distance  of  two  hundred  yards,  he  stuck  it 
in  the  ground  so  it  could  be  readily  seen. 

Y-  -'Vo  ahead  an’  shoot,  Percy,’’  said  Rustling  Nell. 
k  “You  first,’’  was  the  reply.  “I  am  to  shoot  as  well  as 

you  do,  you  know.’’ 

“Oh!  All  right,  then!  Here  goes!’’ 

She  toed  the  scratch  and  raised  her  rifle  to  her  shoulder. 

^  Crack!  t 

“An  inch  from  ther  bull’s-eye!"  came  from  the  cowboy 

vho  wa-  in  attendance. 

Again  she  fired. 

“A  trifle  nearer,"  was  the  report  this  time. 

She  was  only  to  shoot  three  times,  so  she  nerved  herself 
u,  }  it  the  bulPe-eye  when  the  rifle  went  to  her  shoulder 

for  the  last  shot. 


"Jest  teched  ther  edge  of  ther  bull’s-eye!"  yelled  the 
cowboy,  swinging  his  hat  in  the  air.  “I  reckon  that  can’t 
be  beat  much." 

Percy  Lennox  stepped  up  with  a  smile  of  confidence. 

“I’d  hate  to  beat  you,  Nell,’’  he  said. 

“Go  ahead!  If  you  do  you  kin  have  me  for  your  bride 
as  soon  as  I  kin  git  my  weddin’  outfit  made." 

“Do  you  mean  that?" 

“I  mean  it,  of  course." 

“Well,  if  I  beat  you  I  shall  hold  you  to  that." 

“Go  ahead,  I  say!" 

Th'e  young  man  took  careful  aim  and  scored  a  bull’s-eye 
the  first  shot. 

“How  do  you  feel  now,  Nell?"  he  asked,  tantalizingly. 

“Bully!  Go  ahead  again!’’  * 

Crack! 

Once  more  Percy  fired. 

“Another  bull’e-eye — a  dead  center!"  called  out  the 
man  in  attendance. 

All  eyes  were  turned  upon  the  Prairie  Pearl  now. 

But  she  seemed  delighted  rather  than  discomfited. 

“Go  ahead  and  shoot  again,"  she  said,  calmly. 

Percy  did  so  and  hit  the  bull’s-eye  on  the  edge. 

“Ther  nickel-plated  tenderfoot  wins,  I  reckon!"  cried 
Cheyenne  Charlie. 

“Yes,"  spoke  up  Young  Wild  West,  “I  must  award  the 
match  to  Mr.  Percy  Lennox,  of  Cheyenne."  ® 

“Percy,"  said  Nell,  walking  up  to  him,  “if  you  hadn’t 
beat  me  I  would  have  been  ashamed  of  you.  I  did  my 
best,  too." 

i 

“Then  you  are  satisfied  and  will  keep  your  word?" 

“Of  course  I  will!  Did  anyone  ever  hear  of  Rustling 
Nell  going  back  on  her  word?" 

She  turned  to  the  cowboys  as  she  asked  this  question. 

“No — no!"  came  the  answer  in  a  chorus. 

The  couple  walked  away,  and  as  soon  as  they  could  get 
clear  of  the  crowd  went  into  the  house. 

The  cowboy  who  had  been  attending  to  the  target  rode 
in  with  the  remark  that  he  didn’t  believe  there  was  any¬ 
one  on  the  grounds  who  could  beat  the  score  made  by 
Percy.  . 

This  started  an  argument  right  away,  and  soon  half  a 
dozen  wanted  to  show  how  well  they  could  shoot. 

In  five  minutes  more  they  were  betting  their  money  on 
the  result. 

Wild  good-naturedly  acted  as  judge  for  them,  and  the 
result  was  that  the  man  who  had  been  the  first  to  start 
the  argument  proved  to  be  the  best  shot  among  them. 

He  was  much  elated,  and  when  he  had  imbibed  a  couple 
of  drinks  from  the  big  demijohn  that  sat  on  the  grass  he 
walked  over  to  Wild  and  challenged  him  to  shoot. 

“I  don’t  feel  exactly  in  the  humor,"  he  answered,  with  a 
smile.  “Try  my  partners.  Either  of  them  can  boat  you, 
I  think."  ’  ’  * 

“What!"  cried  the  cowboy.  “You  don’t  think  that,  do 
you  ?’’ 
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‘‘Yes,  I  think  either  Charlie  or  Jim  can  beat  your 
score.” 

“U1  bet  fifty  dollars  either  one  of  ’em  can’t.” 

“Just  keep  your  money  in  your  pocket.  I  don’t  want 
to  bet  you.  But  they  will  show  you,  just  the  same.  You 
will  see  how  foolish  you  were  to  offer  to  bet,  then.” 

Charlie  and  Jim  raised  no  objections  whatever,  and 
when  they  had  both  shot  it  was  found  that  they  beat  the 
man’s  score  easily. 

He  was  a  very  surprised  man,  for  he  was  really  quite  a 
good  shot. 

But  both  Charlie  and  Jim  were  above  the  average  in 
shooting. 

“You  fellers  are  all  right,”  said  the  cowboy.  “I  never 
squeal  when  I  gits  downed.  I  s’pose  you  kin  beat  their 
shots,  eh,  Young  Wild  West?” 

“I  might,”  answered  our  hero,  with  a  smile.  “But  I 
won’t  shoot  at  the  target  and  I  won’t  use  a  rifle  just  now. 
I  will  show  you  something  with  a  revolver.  Have  you  got 
a  silver  dollar  in  your  clothes?” 

“Oh,  yes!” 

“Produce  fit.” 

The  man  did  so. 

“Now,”  said  Wild,  drawing  his  revolver,  “just  throw 
the  dollars  straight  up  as  high  as  you  can.” 

“Say  when  you’re  ready.” 

“Nov^” 

Up  went  the  silver  coin  spinning  around  in  the  rays  of 
the  noonday  sun  and  shining  brightly. 

As  it  started  to  descend  after  reaching  its  height  Wild’s 
revolver  cracked. 

LTp  went  the  dollar  fully  ten  feet  higher. 

Crack! 

Again  he  hit  it,  sending  it  up  again. 

Then  when  it  was  halfway  to  the  ground  he  fired  once 
more. 

The  bullet  struck  it  squarely  and  it  went  up  straight 
in  the  air. 

The  boy  did  not  fire  again,  but  deftly  caught  the  coin  in 
his  hand  when  if  came  down. 

“There  you  are!”  he  said,  as  he  handed  it  over  to  the 
owner.  “There  are  three  bullet  marks  on  it — two  on  the 
face  and  one  on  the  milled  edge.” 

The  cowboys  were  electrified  with  excitement. 

Never  had  they  seen  such  wonderful  shooting  before. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

i  oung  W  ild  West  was  admired  bv  everyone  of  the  cow¬ 
boy-  after  the  wonderful  shooting  he  had  done. 

Nof.  that  they  had  not  the  greatest  respect  for  him  be- 

foro,  but  now  they  thought  he  was  something  out  of  the 
ordinary. 


They  wanted  him  to  shoot  wfith  the  rifle,  but  he  declined 
to  do  so,  and  after  awrhile,  when  dinner  was  ready,  he  got 
a  chance  to  leave  them. 

It  was  certainly  a  tempting  meal  that  the  wife  and 
daughters  of  the  ranchman  had  prepared. 

The  afternoon  was  nearly  half  gone  when  our  friends 
got  up  from  the  table. 

Then,  while  the  cowboys  made  merry  outside,  they  took 
things  easy  to  give  the  food  a  chance  to  digest. 

Just  before  dark  Wild  picked  out  six  men  to  accompany 
them  to  No  Man’s  Ranch. 

When  they  were  ready  to  start  the  Prairie  Pearl  came 
out  wfith  her  horse,  accompanied  by  Percy  Lennox. 

“We’re  going  along,  too,  Young  Wild  West,”  she  said, 
quietly.  “We  want  to  get  a  shot  at  that  man  with  the 
bull’s  head.” 

Knowfing  her  as  well  as  he  did,  our  hero  did  not  try  to 
persuade  her  to  stay  home. 

He  was  certain  that  he  would  simply  be  wasting  wmrds. 

She  would  go,  anyway. 

It  was  her  nature  to  do  as  she  pleased. 

So  when  they  rode  off  she  was  riding  well  in  the  front, 
her  lover  by  her  side. 

Wild  had  not  formed  any  plan  of  action  yet. 

He  thought  it  advisable  to  depend  upon  circumstances, 
to  a  certain  extent. 

It  was  a  moonlight  night,  and  in  the  crisp  November  air 
it  was  quite  pleasant  to  ride. 

In  due  time  they  came  in  sight  of  No  Man’s  Ranch. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  now  made  a  suggestion. 

“Let  us  go  over  to  ther  shed  over  there,”  he  said.  “When 
me  an’  Jim  struck  there  yesterday  we  found  ther  fresh 
prints  of  a  horse’s  hoofs.  It  might  do  to  look  there  now.” 

“All  right,”  answered  Wild.  “We  will  go  there  first.” 

In  a  minute  or  so  they  had  rounded  the  big  barn  and 
reached  the  shed  near  the  broken  cattle  pen. 

Just  then  a  blinding  light  flashed  in  front  of  them, 
and  the  next  instant  the  head  and  horns  of  a  bull  appeared 
in  front  of  Young  Wild  West. 

Acting  on  a  sudden  impulse,  our  hero  grabbed  his  lariat* 
and  let  the  coils  go  at  the  object. 

The  result  was  all  that  could  be  wished  for.  j 

The  lariat  became  entangled  about  the  object,  and  then 
Wild  quickly  jerked  \t  from  its  feet. 

(  liarlie  and  Jim  were  out  of  the  saddle  instantly. 

They  sprang  upon  the  struggling  form  and  soon  had  it 
in  their  power. 

“Drag  him  from  beneath  the  shed,”  said  Wild,  and  they 
promptly  did  so. 

“I  reckon  we’ve  got  one  of  ther  measly  coyotes,  any¬ 
how!"  exclaimed  the  scout,  in  a  tone  of  triumph. 

“Yes,  and  the  head  one,  if  I  am  not  mistaken." 

Wild  did  not  say  a  word  until  the  man.  who  was  no 
other  than  Captain  Bull,  had  been  dragged  fully  fifty 
yards  away  from  the  shed. 

Then  he  dismounted. 
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I\\  diking  up  to  the  hideous-looking  form,  he  seized  the 
-  horns  of  the  bull's  head  and  tore  it  oh*. 

>  l'he  pale  face  of  a  man  was  disclosed. 

"Don  t  kill  me!  ’  he  pleaded.  “I'll  give  up.  My  scheme 
did  not  work  this  time.  Don’t  kill  me.” 

'‘There  is  only  one  thing  that  you  can  do  to  save  your 
life  for  a  little  while,"  answered  Wild,  coolly  gazing  at 
him. 


“What  is  that?” 

This  was  asked  eagerly. 

I  O  v' 


“Lead  us  to  the  door  of  the  house  and  order  your  men 
to  come  out  and  give  themselves  up.” 

“I  will  do  that,  hut  I  don’t  believe  they  will  give  in 
without  a  fight.” 

“If  they  refuse  to  surrender  we  will  burn  the  house 
and  shoot  them  as  they  come  out.” 

The  captain  thought  a  moment. 

He  had  lost  all  the  wonderful  nerve  he  had  possessed 
when  he  took  in  the  two  new  members  that  day. 

When  he  had  the  upper  hand  he  was  as  bold  as  a  lion, 
but  when  he  was  in  the  power  of  his  enemies  he  was  like 
a  frightened  jackal. 

He  knew  that  a  rope  would  be  apt  to  be  put  around  his 
neck. 

He  cast  his  eyes  in  the  direction  of  the  shed  where  he 
had  been  captured. 

/  Our  hero  noticed  this,  and  he  called  on  Jim  Dart  to 
follow  him  there. 

The  two  rode  over. 

*  Jim  struck  a  match  as  they  dismounted,  and  then  al¬ 

most  the  first  thing  they  saw  was  a  big  opening  in  the 
ground  in  a  corner  right  where  the  leader  of  the  villainous 
gang  had  been  captured.  ~  , 

“Ah!”  exclaimed  Wild;  “that  explains  one  of  the  myste¬ 
ries.  There  is  a  passage  leading  to  the  house  from  here.” 

Jim  alighted  another  match  and  then  shook  his  head 
in  the  affirmative. 

“You  are  right,”  he  answered.  “It  looks  to  me  as 
though  a  trench  has  been  dug,  and  then  covered  with 
Jjoards  and  dirt.  It  is  fully  a  hundred  yards  to  the  house, 
and  it  must  have  taken  them  some  little  time  to  do  it.” 

“Well,  just  call  some  of  the  men'  over  here  and  you 
%uard  this  place  with  them.  It  may  be  that  the  villains 
might  attempt  to  come  out  this  way.” 

*~e-«Jim  did  as  he  was  told. 

Then  Wild  rode  back,  and,  selecting  Charlie  to  accom¬ 
pany  him,  made  for  the  front  door  of  the  house. 

He  called  out  for  two  of  the  men  to  bring  the  prisoner 

along. 

*  When  they  got  him  there  our  hero  turned  to  him  and 

said : 

“Call  upon  your  men  to  surrender,  or  you  will  be  hanged 
k‘.o  the  nearest  tree  in  double-quick  time!” 

Captain.  Bull  at  once  shouted: 

“IPs  all  up,  boy3!  They  have  got  me,  so  you  may  as 

give  in.” 

Tli ere  wa-  no  answer. 


Wild  jumped  down  from  his  horse. 

"See  here!”  he  exclaimed,  taking  the  prisoner  by  the 
collar.  “Is  there  any  danger  if  we  open  that  door,  other 
than  the  bullets  that  might  be  sent  at  us?” 

“No!”  was  the  trembling  answer;  “not  from  this  side.” 

“lrou  are  certain  of  that?” 

“Yes,  I  am  telling  you  the  truth.” 

“Stand  up  here!” 

Charlie  lifted  him  to  his  feet. 

“Burst  in  that  door,  boys!” 

A  couple  of  the  cowffioys  soon  found  a  piece  of  timber 
and  they  used  it  as  a  battering-ram  against  the  door. 

As  strong  as  it  was,  it  could  not  withstand  such  treat¬ 
ment,  and  it  soon  gave  way  with  a  crash. 

Almost  at  the  same  instant  the  sound  of  shooting  came 
from  the  shed. 

Then  a  yell  w^ent  up  from  the  cowboys. 

“They  have  tried  to  get  out  that  way,”  said  Wild,  a 
grim  smile  playing  about  his  lips.  “Well,  I  guess  we  have 
wmrked  things  out  pretty  easily  after  all.” 

Just  then  they  saw7  a  light  coming  toward  them. 

It  was  a  lantern  in  the  hands  of  an  old  woman,  as  they 
soon  made  out. 

“Don’t  kill  me!”  she  pleaded;  “I  ain’t  done  nothin’ 
wrong.” 

She  was  quickly  seized  and  bound. 

They  did  not  intend  to  allow7  anyone  to®  make  their 
escape  from  the  ranch. 

“Are  there  any  men  in  the  house?”  Wild  demanded  of 
her. 

“No,  sir,”  she  answered;  “they  have  all  gone  out,  sir.” 

“Which  way  did  they  go?” 

“Through  the  passage  to  the  shed,  sir.” 

Wild  did  not  know  whether  to  believe  her  or  not. 

After  a  moment’s  thought  he  decided  to  stay  there  till 
daylight. 

Then  he  would  make  a  thorough  investigation  of  the 
premises. 

He  had  no  sooner  come  to  this  conclusion  than  he  gave 
the  word  to  the  rest. 

Jim  Dart  soon  came  over. 

“We  have  got  them  all,  I  guess,”  he  said.  “There  is 
only  six  of  them,  all  told.  Tw7o  of  them  we  have  met  be¬ 
fore,  too.” 

“Who  are  they,  Jim?” 

“Lank  Forbes,  the  bully  you  thrashed,  and  Bill  Rinaldo, 
the  man  who  sold  out  to  Dan  Manton  this  morning.” 

“The  dickens  you  say!” 

“Go  over  there  and  have  a  talk  writh  them.” 

“I  will.” 

He  went  over  to  the  shed  and  found  it  just  as  Dart  had 
said. 

Both  Forbes  and  Rinaldo  were  only  too  glad  .  o  mafe  a 
clean  breast  of  all  they  knew  about  No  Man’s  Rflch. 

When  he  had  heard  their  stories,  told  separately  and 
not  within  hearing  of  each  other,  he  changed  his  mind 
about  remaining  there  all  night. 
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As  Manton’s  ranch  was  the  nearest  place  to  them,  lie  de¬ 
cided  to  take  the  prisoners  over  there,  and  then  come 
back  in  the 'morning  and  examine  the  premises. 

Half  an  hour  later  they  were  on  their  way  to  Manton’s, 
the  Prairie  Pearl  and  Percy  Lennox  leading  the  way. 

Somehow  the  girl  had  lost  considerable  of  her  reckless 
manner  since  her  lover  had  beat  her  shooting. 

“I  know  what’s  tlier  matter,”  said  Cheyenne  Charlie, 
with  a  chuckle,  “she’s  in  love.” 

This  might  have  been  the  case. 

The  next  morning  Yhmng  Wild  West  led  a  whole  crowd 
over  to  No  Man’s  Ranch,  taking  Captain  Bull  with  them. 

The  villain  confessed  all,  and  eVen  showed  them  the 
workings  of  the  traps  he  had  constructed. 

The  throwing  of  the  silk  net  was  easily  explained  when 
it  was  found  that  it  had  some  lead  balls  attached  to  it  to 
force  it  through  the  air  when  it  was  once  propelled  for¬ 
ward. 

The  trap-door  in  the  floor  of  the  hall  near  the  rear  door 
was  nothing  wonderful,  since  all  a  man  had  to  do  was  to 
pull  a  rope  and  let  it  down  when  there  was  any  weight 
upon  it. 

The  trench  which  had  been  dug  from  the  cellar  of  the 
house  to  the  shed  and  covered  with  boards  and  earth  was 
probably  about  the  best  contrivance  of  all. 

It  gave  $ie  ingenious  villain  an  opportunity  to  make 
mysterious  things  occur  in  the  shed  and  frighten  people 
who  happened  to  come  there;  while,  at  the  same  time,  it 
gave  them  another  way  of  getting  in  and  out  of  the  house. 

The  brilliant,  flashes  of  light  that  had  been  seen  was 
caused  by  common  fireworks. 

With  this  explanation  the  mystery  of  No  Man’s  Ranch 
was  not  such  a  deep  one  after  all. 

There  is  but  little  more  to  add  to  our  story. 

The  prisoners  were  taken  to  Markdown  after  the  ranch 
had  been  searched  and  bodies  found  in  the  deep  pit  in  the 
cellar. 

Judge  Lynch  promptly  took  them  in  hand  and  they 
were  hanged  to  the  big  tree  in  front  of  the  supply  store. 

Then  Wild  led  a  crowd  over  to  No  Man’s  Ranch  and  it 
was  set  on  fire  and  burned  to  the  ground. 

The  next  morning  while  our  friends  were  in  the  hotel  at 
the  settlement  telling  the  proprietor  just  how  they  had 
solved  the  mystery  of  No  Man’s  Ranch,  Dan  Manton,  the 
ranchman,  came  in. 

“Young  Wild  West,”  said  he,  “I  want  to  ask  your  ad¬ 
vice  on  somethin’.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Do  you  think  my  gal  Nell  is  old  enough  to  git  mar¬ 
ried?” 

“Yes,  if  she  is  inclined  that  way,”  he  unhesitatingly 
answerer 1 

“Th^’s  right,  Young  Wild  West!”  came  from  the  out¬ 
side, where  the  girl  was  listening.  “I  knew  you  would 
say  that.  I  reckon  you  think  I’m  pretty  well  able  to 
take  care  of  myself,  don’t  you?” 


“Oh,  yes!  So  long  as  there  are  no  bears  around  you 
are  all  right,  Prairie  Pearl.”  * 

Everybody  expected  the  girl  to  answer,  but  she  did  not.  1 
When  the  Prairie  Pearl  quit  having  her  say  that  wound 
things  up.  Soon  afterward  Wild  and  his  friends  went  on 
to  Cheyenne  and  transacted  the  business  they  had  in  view. 

THE  END. 


Read  “YOUNG  WILD  WEST  ON  A  CROOKED 
TRAIL;  OR,  LOST  ON  THE  ALKALI  DESERT” 
which  will  be  the  next  number  (55)  of  “Wild  West 
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Frank  Feade  Weekly  Magazine. 

Contiiiuing  Stories  of  Adventures  on  Land,  Sea,  and  in  the  Air.  ( 

% 

EACH  NUMBER  IN  A  HANDSOMELY  ILLUMINATED  COVER. 

A  32-PAGE  BOOK  FOR  FIVE  CENTS. 


All  our  readers  know  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  the  greatest  inventor  of  the  age,  and  his  two  fun-loving  chums,  Barney 
and  Pomp.  The  stories  published  in  this  magazine  contain  a  true  account  of  the  wonderful  and  exiting 
adventures  of  the  famous  inventor,  with  his  marvellous  flying  machines,  electrical  overland  engines,  and  his  extra¬ 
ordinary  submarine  boats.  Each  number  is  a  rare  treat.  Tell  your  newsdealer  to  get  you  a  copy. 


LATEST  ISSUES. 

5  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  “Sea  Serpent’’ ;  or,  The  Search  for  Sunken 

Gold. 

6  Frank  Reade,  Jr.'s  Electric  Terror,  the  “Thunderer” ;  or,  The 

Search  for  the  Tartar’s  Captive. 

7  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Air  Wonder,  the  “Kite”  ;  or,  A  Six  Weeks’ 

Flight  Over  the  Andes. 

8  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Deep  Sea  Diver,  the  “Tortoise”  ;  or,  The  Search 

for  a  Sunken  Island. 

9  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Electric  Invention,  the  “Warrior”  ;  or,  Fighting 

Apaches  in  Arizona. 

10  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  His  Electric  Air  Boat;  or,  Hunting  Wild 

Beasts  for  a  Circus. 

11  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  His  Torpedo  Boat;  or,  At  War  With  the 

Brazilian  Rebels. 

12  Fighting  the  Slave  Hunters ;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  in  Central 

Africa. 

13  From  Zone  to  Zone  ;  or,  The  Wonderful  Trip  of  Frank  Reade,  Jr., 

with  His  Latest  Air  Ship. 

14  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  His  Electric  Cruiser  of  the  Lakes ;  or,  A 

Journey  Through  Africa  by  Water. 

15  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  His  Electric  Turret ;  or,  Lost  in  the  Land 

of  Fire. 

16  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  His  Engine  of  the  Clouds ;  or,  Chased 

Around  the  World  in  the  Sky. 

17  In  the  Great  Whirlpool ;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Strange  Adventures 

in  a  Submarine  Boat. 

18  Chased  Across  the  Sahara;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  After  a  Bedouin’s 

Captive. 

19  Six  Weeks  in  the  Clouds;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Air-Ship  the 

“Thunderbolt.” 

20  Around  the  World  Under  Water ;  or,  The  Wonderful  Cruise  of  a 

Submarine  Boat. 

21  The  Mystic  Brand  ;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  His  Overland  Stage. 

22  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Electric  Air  Racer;  or,  Around  the  Globe  in 

Thirty  Days. 

23  The  Sunken  Pirate;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  in  Search  of  a  Treasure 

at  the  Bottom  of  the  Sea. 

24  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Magnetic  Gun  Carriage;  or,  Working  for  the 

U.  S.  Mail. 

25  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  His  Electric  Ice  Ship ;  or,  Driven  Adrift 

in  the  Frozen  Sky. 

26  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Electric  Sea  Engine  ;  or,  Hunting  for  a  Sunken 

Diamond  Mine. 


27  The  Black  Range;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  Among  the  Cowboys "Vfth 

His  Electric  Caravan. 

28  Over  the  Andes  with  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  in  His  New  Air-Ship;  or. 

Wild  Adventures  in  Peru. 

29  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  Exploring  a  Submarine  Mountain  ;  or,  Lost  at  the 

Bottom  of  the  Sea. 

30  Adrift  in  Africa ;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  Among  the  Ivory  Hunters 

with  His  New  Electric  Wagon. 

31  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Search  for  a  Lost  Man  in  His  Latest  Air 

Wonder. 

32  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Search  for  the  Sea  Serpent ;  or,  Six  Thousand 

Miles  Under  the  Sea. 

33  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Prairie  Whirlwind ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the 

Hidden  Canyon. 

34  Around  the  Horizon  for  Ten  Thousand  Miles ;  or,  Frank  Reade, 

Jr.’s  Most  Wonderful  Trip. 

35  Lost  in  the  Atlantic  Valley  ;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  his  Won¬ 

der,  the  “Dart.” 

36  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Desert  Explorer ;  or,  The  Underground  City.,, 

of  the  Sahara. 

37  Lost  in  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon  ;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Great 

Trip  with  the  “Scud.” 

38  Under  the  Amazon  for  a  Thousand  Miles. 

39  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Clipper  of  the  Prairie;  or,  Fighting  the  Apaches 

in  the  Southwest. 

40  The  Chase  of  a  Comet;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Aerial  Trip  .ifith 

the  “Flash.” 

41  Across  the  Frozen  Sea;  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Electric  Snow  Cut- , 

ter. 

42  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Electric  Buckboard  ;  or,  Thrilling  Adventures  in 

North  Australia.  * 

43  Around  the  Arctic  Circle ;  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Famous  Flight 

With  His  Air  Ship.  j 

44  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Search  for  the  Silver  Whale;  or,  Under  the 

Ocean  in  the  Electric  “Dolphin.” 

45  Frank  Reade.  Jr.,  and  His  Electric  Car;  or,  Outwitting  a  Desperate 

Gang. 

46  To  the  End  of  the  Earth  ;  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Great  Mid-Air 

Flight. 

47  The  Missing  Island:  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Voyage  Under  the  Sea. 

48  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  in  Central  India;  or,  the  Search  for  the  Lost 

Savants. 

49  Frank  Reade,  Jr.  Fighting  The  Terror  of  the  Coast. 

50  100  Miles  Below  the  Surface  of  the  Sea;  or,  The  Marvelous  Trip  of  Frank 

Reade,  Jr. 

5 1  Abandoned  in  Alaska;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Thrilling  Search  for  a  Lost 

Gold  Claim. 

5  2  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s,  Twenty-five  Thousand  Mile  Trip  in  the  Air. 
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“  THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’76,  Nos . 

11  Ten-Cent  Hand  Books,  Nos . 

. Street  and  No . 

s  ^  ™  THE  STAGE. 

*XVVHE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
*  U;  f«Zr°ntai?ms  a  groat  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 

aglwJSd^?furHttk>ebi>o^0  amaleur  mmstrel*  is  complete  without 

J2tr»inr  TllE  BOyS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
tSd  lr“kg  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 

fad  men  s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse- 
®*at  and  amateur  shows. 

4ND  -}JPy^  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 

;  *  ,ii  ij  i  — Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 

*  •  11  ‘d  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 

janiz.ngan  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

•A^0;  LDOON  S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 

’  *  nooks  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 

S?rrains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Aw»\fnCe  "ulooon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
_v?  .  a-y*  Kvery  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
retain  a  copy  immediatelv. 

79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com- 
;^ete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
ge  ;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
■»c^.ic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 
^  »  71  ^  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat- 

S*:  ;okee.  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
7er  Popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
lored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 


HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.,aOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
‘-"sd  instjuctrona  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
3-?  counnry,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
Sowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished.  \  v 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
.5 a  cookinrf.ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
*lsh,  gameL  and  oysters  ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
looks.  ^ 

No.  37.  xIOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
ivery body, 1  bpys,  girls,  men  and  wmnen  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
2iake  almosC  anything  around  the  h<kise,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

•JL/^ ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de- 
;ription  o*f  theRroderfu)  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  firtj^instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
ate.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il- 
□strations. 

fg\To.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES. — Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
T» m  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

fSo.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
arge  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
^gether  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT, 

No.  9.*  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
k^his  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi- 
U '  udes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
‘,rt,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
-Watest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
«ry  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
■t  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
::cr  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
I  -aonev  than  any  book  published.  . 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little, 
*ook,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
Jfcbgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc.  ^ 

JNo.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 


leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 

hd  witty  sayings.  ,  ,  ,  ,  , 

>’0  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
Ibok  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
****  Casino.  Fortv-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 

I  Auction  Pitch.  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

I  ^  No.  <3Q.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun- 
f^l^rtJ’ntcresting  puzzles  and  conundrums.  wTith  key  to  same.  A 

nmplete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
l{|  g^eat  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
L  J.  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

II  No.  33-  HOW  TO  BEHAVE— Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methodstof  ap- 

jnng  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 
'W  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

L  'No  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

W  'Vntftjning  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
t,  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  irish  dialect  pieces,  together 

2*  iran/  standard  readings.  ™  J 

PRICE  10  CENTS  EACH,  OR  3  I  OR  25  CE1 
Address  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square, 
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No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  touir 
teeu  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  becom 
a  good  speaker,  render  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  fron>< 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  mceO 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  IIOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules  for  conducting  <5Iq- 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  b®G 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

t  SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  ®,Et 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  ®< 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  cc® 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  lie 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  hapgift 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  usw  and  handsosy^. 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instra<&: 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parti®Q- 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  sqi^ec 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  llosyG- 
co  rtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquefcfir. 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  g®S= 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  t&C 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how7  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  46ic 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  worli; 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  tiffiO 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  b@®fc 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  8t®0 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  aad  training  of  £&C 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AWE 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illtsae= 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  S-ET  TRAPS. — Including  hiiar 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  e 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  H 
Keene 

No.  *50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANEV 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing, 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.  ^ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  ra 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets;  a 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  b 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemi 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chen 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  1 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences 

No.  19.— FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  Uniti 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  forefi 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  publish^ 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOC^ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  infor 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailmeniB  com 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recces  fo 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  01 
the  world-known  detective.  In  w7hich  he  lays  dowrn  some  vm  unmKj 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventas»PG 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER. — Contus¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  fi\i g 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  ottos© 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  Wo 
Afonov  h. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEsT  POINT  MILITARY 
1  CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  adnMttam<0Ct 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  F®o6 
Guard,  Police  Regulations.  E^ire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  shtrafid1 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  a-utSadti 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET. — Complete 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Nn^o)] 
Academy.  Also  containing  ihe  course  of  v 

of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  ^ 

should  know  to  become  an  officer  in 

piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  ^ 

West  Point  Military  Cadet.”  ^ 
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WILD  WEST  WEEKLY 


A  (Dagazine  Containing  Stories,  Sketehes,  etc.,  of  ttlestern  Life. 


.  DO  NOT  FAIL  TO  READ  IT. 

32  PAGES.  PRICE  5  CENTS.  32  PAGES. 


EACH  NUMBER  IN  A  HANDSOME  COLORED  COVER.  / 

All  of  these  exciting  stories  are  founded  on  facts.  Young  Wile1 . 
West  is  a  hero  with  whom  the  author  was  acquainted.  His  daring  J 
deeds  and  thrilling  adventures  have  never  been  surpassed.  Thej  I 
form  the  base  of  the  most  dashing  stories  ever  published.  ’ 

Read  the  following  numbers  of  this  most  interesting  magazine  and 
be  convinced: 


1  Young  Wild  West.  The  Prince  of  the  Saddle. 

2  Young  Wild  West's  Luck  ;  or,  Striking  it  Rich  at  the  Hills 

3  Young  Wild  West’s  Victory ;  or,  The  Road  Agents'  Last  Hold-up. 

4  Young  Wild  West’s  Pluck  ;  or,  Bound  to  Beat  the  Bad  Men. 

5  Young  Wild  West's  Best  Shot ;  or,  The  Rescue  of  Arietta. 

6  Young  Wild  West  at  Devil  Creek ;  or,  Helping  to  Boom  a  New 

Town. 

7  Young  Wild  West’s  Surprise ;  or.  The  Indian  Chief's  Legacy. 

8  Young  Wild  West  Missing;  or,  Saved  by  an  Indian  Princess. 

9  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Detective ;  or,  The  Red  Riders  of  the 

Range. 

10  Y'oung  Wild  West  at  the  Stake  ;  or.  The  Jealousy  of  Arietta. 

11  Young  Wild  West’s  Nerve;  or,  The  Nine  Golden  Bullets. 

12  Y'oung  Wild  West  and  the  Tenderfoot ;  or,  A  New  Yorker  in  the 

West. 

3  Ypung  Wild  West’s  Triumph  ;  or.  Winning  Against  Great  Odds. 
1  Young  Wild  West's  Strategy  ;  or.  The  Comanche  Chief’s  Last  Raid. 
Young  Wild  West’s  Grit ;  or,  The  Ghost  of  Gauntlet  Gulch. 
Young  Wild  West’s  Big  Day;  or,  The  Double  Wedding  at  Weston. 
Young  Wild  West’s  Great  Scheme  ;  or.  The  Building  of  a  Railroad. 
Young  Wild  West  and  the  Train  Robbers ;  or.  The  Hunt  for  the 
Stolen  Treasure. 

'oung  Wild  West  on  His  Mettle  :  or,  Four  Against  Twenty, 
oung  Wild  West's  Ranch  :  or.  The  Renegades  of  Riley's  Run. 
oung  Wild  West  on  the  Trail;  or,  Outwitting  the  Redskins, 
oung  Wild  West's  Bargain;  or,  A  Red  Man  With  a  White  Heart, 
oung  Wild  West's  Vacation ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  at  Roaring 
Ranch. 

mug  Wild  West  On  His  Muscle ;  or,  Fighting  With  Nature’s 
Weapons. 

oung  Wild  West's  Mistake  ;  or,  Losing  a  Hundred  Thousand, 
oung  Wild  West  inr  Deadwood  ;  or,  The  Terror  of  Taper  Top. 
oung  Wild  West’s  Close  Call  ;  or,  The  Raiders  of  Raw  Hide 
Ridge. 

ing  Wijjtl  West  Trapped ;  or,  The  Net  That  Would  Not  Hold 
Him. 


32  Young  Wild  West’s  Challenge;  or,  A  Combination  Herd  to  Beat. 


_  _  i*r  _ 

33  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Ranch  Queen  ;  or,  Rounc^ng  Up  the  Cat¬ 
tle  Ropers. 


ung  Wild  West’s  Election  :  or,  A  Mayor  at  Twenty, 
ung  Wild  West  and  the  Cattle  Thieves ;  or,  Breaking 


ang.  { 


Up  a  “Bad 


34  Young  Wild  West’s  Pony  Express ;  or,  Getting  the  Mail  Through 
on  Time. 


35  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Big  Divide  ;  or,  The  Raid  of  the  Rene¬ 

gades. 

36  Young  Wild  West's  Million  in  Gold;  or,  The  Boss  Bov  of  Boulder. 

37  Young  Wild  West  Running  the  Gantlet ;  or,  The  Pawnee  Chief's 
Last  Shot. 

West  and  the  Cowboys ;  or,  A  „  Hot  Time  on  the 
West's  Rough  Riders;  or,  Ti]e  Efcose  Rod  of  U 


that  Saved 


38  Young  Wild 

Prairie. 

39  Young  Wild 

Rockies. 

40  Young  Wild  West’s  Dash  for  Life ;  or, 

Town. 

41  Young  Wild  West’s  Big  Pan  Out ;  or,  The  Battle  for  a  Silver  Mine. 

42  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Charmed  Arrow  ;  or,  The  White  Lily .  of 

the  Kiowas. 

43  Young  Wild  West’s  Great  Round  Up;  or,  Corraling  the  Ranch 

Raiders. 

44  Young  Wild  West’s  Rifle  Rangers;  or.  Trailing  a  Bandit  King.  ■ 

45  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Russian  Duke;  or,  A  Lively  Tirne'u  n 

Mountain  and  Plain. 

46  Y'oung  Wild  West  on  the  Rio  Grande ;  or,  Trapping  the  Mexican 

Coiners. 

47  Young  Wild  West  and  Sitting  Bull  ;  or.  Saving  a  Troop  of  Cavalrv. 

48  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Texas  Trailers  ;  or,  Roping  in  the  Horse 

Thieves. 


‘ 


49  Yroung  Wild  West’s  Whirlwind  Riders;  or,  Chasing  the  Border  Thugs. 

50  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Danites;  or,  Arietta’s  Great  Peril.  , 

51  Young  Wild  West  in  the  Shadow  of  Death;  or,  Saved  by  a  Red  Man  si 

Bullet,  • •  I  1 

O  V  All  r\  ir  npl  • »  /4  f  L  n  A  _  Tl  m  %  >■  Tl  1  «  r  <  •  * 


52  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Arizona  Boomers;  or,  The  “Bad  Men’*  of 
Bullet  Bar, 


5  3  Young  Wild  West  After  the  Claim-Jumpers;  or.  Taming  a  Tough  Town. 
54  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Prairie  Pearl;  or.  The  Mystery  of  No  Man’s 


Ranch. 

5  5  Y'oung  Wild  West  on  a  Crooked  Trail;  or.  Lost  on  the  Alkali  Desert 
56  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Broken  Bowie;  or.  The  Outlaws  of  Y'eilowl 
Fork. 


ung  ft’ild  West’s  Mascot :  or.  The  Dog  That  Wanted  a  Master. 

-  i  SALE*  BY ALL  NEWSDEALERS,  OR  WILL  BE  SENT  TO  ANY  ADDRESS 

ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE.  5  CENTS  PER  COPY.  BY  * 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


24  Union  Square,  New  York, 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS  1  l 

of  our.  Libraries  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct  Cut  nut  and  fill 
-  —  ^flowing  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  you  want  and  we  will  send  them  to  you  bv  r  "l 
1  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  ‘  7  jJ 


in  the 
turn  m 


u 
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FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 

Dear  Sir — Enclostd  find . cents  for  which  please  send  me: 

.copies  of  WORK  AND  WIN,  Nos . •. . 

“  WILD  WEST  WEEKLY,  Nos . [ 

“  FRANK  READE  WEEKLY,  Nos . . . 

“  -  “  ¥LVCK  AND  LUCK,  Nos . 

“  SECRET  SERVICE,  Nos . 

“  THE  LIBERTY  BOYS  OF  ’76,  Nos . 

“  Ten-Cent  Hand  Books,  Nos . . . 

. Street  and  No . Town 
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